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SONG FoR RANELAGH. 


By Mr. W. WHITEHEAD. 


I. 
E belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome round, 
Pray tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 
The ſexes at once to confound ? 
What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion deſign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex, 


II. 
The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry art to her aid: 
he boſom diſplay'd, and the petticoat ſhort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade, 
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But you, 6n whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom Pride has preferv'd from the ſnare; 

Should ſlily attack us, with coyneſs and wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent air. 


III. 

The Venus whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind 
Shriuks modeſtly back from the view, 

And kindly ſhould ſeem by the artilt deſign'd 
To ſerve as a model for you, 

Then learn with her beavties to copy her air, 
Nor venture too much to reveal ; 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal, 


IV. 
The bluſkes of Morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure ; 


Oh ! be but yourſelves, and our homage we pay, 
And your empire is ſolid and fure. 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack- your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may do very well for ſiſters and aunts, 
But believe me you'll never be wives. 
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The MONKIES, a TALE. 


By the Rev. Mr. MERRICK, 


W Hoe'er with curious eye has ranged 
Thro' Ovid's tales, has ſeen 
How Jove, incens'd, to monkies changed 
A tribe of worthleſs men. 


Repentant 


NT 
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OF POEMS; 
Repentant ſoon th' offending race 
Intreat the injur'd power, 
To give them back the human face, 
And reaſon's aid reſtore, 


Jove, ſooth'd at length, his ear inclin'd, 
And granted half their prayer ; 

But t'other half he bade the wind 
Diſperſe in empty air, 


Scarce had the Thund'rer given the nod 
That ſhook the vaulted ſkies, 


With haaghtier air the creatures ſtrode, 
And ſtretch d their dwindled ſize. 


The hair in curls luxuriant now 
Around their temples ſpread ; 
The tail that whilom hung below, 
Now dangled from the head, 


The head remains unchange'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the face ; 

It ſtill retains its native grin, 
And all its old grimace, 


Thus half transform'd and half the ſame, 
Jove bade them take their place, 

(Reitoring them their ancient claim) 
Among the human race. 


Man with contempt the brute ſurvey'd, 
Nor would a name beſtow; : 

But woman lik'd the motley breed, 
And call'd the thing a Beau, 
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The Revenge of AMERICA. 


By the Rev. Mr. JOSEPH WARTON. 


Hen Cortez' furious legions flew 
O'er ravage'd fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding people's woes, 
Old India's aweſul Genius roſe. 
He ſat on Andes' topmoſt ſtone, 
And heard a thouſand nations groan ; 
For grief his feathery crown he tore, 
To ſee huge PLaTa foam with gore; 
He broke his arrows, ſtampt the ground, 
To view his cities ſmoaking round, - 
What woes, he cried,-hath luſt of gold 

O'er my poor country widely roll'd ; 
Plunderers proceed ! my bowels tear, 
But ye ſhall meet deſtruction there; 
| From the deep-vanlted mine ſhall riſe 
Th' infatiate fiend, pale Avarice ! 
| Whoſe Reps ſhall-trembling Juftice fly, 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity! 
I Tet all Europe's children curſt 
With lucre's univerſal thirſt : 
The rage that ſweeps my ſons away, 
My banefal goid ſha!l well repay, 
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COPACOPOUOP COP SCHYSCSISCIPSCSÞ * 
The Dying INDIAN. 


By the Same, - 


* dart of Izdabel prevails ! *twas dipt 

In double poiſon——1 ſhall ſoon arrive 
At the bleſt iſland, where no tigers ſpring + 
On heedleſs hunters ; where ananas bloom 
Thrice in each moon; where rivers ſmoothly glide, - 
Nor thundering torrents whirl the light canoe 
Down to the ſea; where my forefathers feaſt. 
Daily on hearts of Spaniards ?————-OO my ſon, ' 
I feel the venom buſy in my breaſt, - 
Approach, and bring my crown, deck'd with the teeth 
Of that bold Chriſtian who firſt dar'd deflour 
The virgins of the fun ; and, dire to tell! 
Robb'd Virzipultzi's ſtatue of its gems ! 
I mark'd the ſpot where they interr'd this traitor, 
And once at midnight ſtole I to his tomb, 
And tore his carcaſs from the earth, and left it 
A prey to poiſonous flies. Preſerve this crown 
With ſacred ſecrecy : if e'er returns 
Thy much-lov'd mother from the deſert woods ; 
Where, as I hunted late, I hapleſs loſt her; 
Cheriſh her age. Tell her I nc'er have worſhip'd 
With thoſe that eat their God. And when diſeaſe 
Preys on her languid limbs, then kindly ſtab her 
With thine own hands, nor ſuffer her to linger, - 
Like Chriſtian cowards, in a life of pain. 
I go! great Corac beckons me! farewell! 
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THE 


_ PLEASURES of MELANCHOLY, 
Wx1TTEX in the Year 1745. 


By the Rev. Mr, THOMAS WAR TON, 


Other of muſings, Contemplation ſage, 
Whoſe grotto ſtands upon the topmoſt rock 

Of Teneriff : mid the tempeſtuous night, 
On which in calmeſt meditation held, 
Thou hear'ſt with howling winds the beating rain 
And drifting hail deſcend ; or if the ſkies 
Unclo:ded ſhine, and thro! the blue ſerene 
Pale Cynthia rolls her, ſilver- axled car, 
Whence gazing ſtedfaſt on the ſpangled vault . 
Raptur'd thou fit'ſt, while murmurs indiſtinct 
Of diſtant billows ſooth thy penſive ear 
With hoarſe and hollow ſounds ; ſecure, ſelf-bleſ, 
There oft thou liſten'ſt to the wild uproar 
Of fleets encount'ring, that in whiſpers low 
Aſcends the rocky ſummit, where thou dwell'ſt 
Remote from man, converſing with the ſpheres ! 
O lead me, queen ſublime, to ſolemn glooms 
Congenial with my ſoul ; to cheerleſs ſhades, 
To ruin'd ſeats, or twilight cells and bowers, 
Where thoughtful Melancholy loves to muſe, 
Her fav'rite midnight haunts. The laughing ſcenes 
| Of purple Spring, where all the wanton train 
| Of Smiles and Graces ſeem to lead the dance 
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In ſportive round, while fram their hands they ſhower 

Ambroſial blooms and flowers, no longer charm; 

Tempe, no more I court thy balmy breeze, 

Adieu, green vales ! ye broider'd meads, adieu! 
Beneath yon' ruin'd abbey's moſs-grown piles 

Oft let me fit, at twilight hour of eve, 

Where thro' ſome weltern window the pale moon 

Pours her long-levell'd rule of ſtreaming light ; 

While ſullen ſacred filence reigns around, 

Save the lone ſcreech-owl's note, who builds his bower 

Amid the mould'ring caverns dark and damp, 

Or the calm. breeze, that ruſtles in the leaves 

Of flaunting ivy, that with mantle green 

Inveſts ſome waſted rower, Or let me tread + 

Its neighb'ring walks of pines, where mus'd of old 

The cloyſter d brother: thro' the gloomy void 

That far extends beneath their ample arch 

As on I pace, religious horrour wraps 

My ſoul in dread repoſe, But when the world 

Is clad in Midnight's raven-colour'd robe, 

'Mid hollow charnels let me watch the flame 

Of taper dim, ſhedding a livid glare 

O'er the wan heaps; while airy voices talk 

Along the glimm'ring walls : or ghoſtly ſhape 

At diſtance ſeen, invites with beck'ning hand 

My loneſome ſteps, thro' the far-winding vaults. 

Nor undelightful is the ſolemn noon 

Of night, when haply wakeful from my couch 

I {tart : lo, all is motionleſs arcund ! 

Roars not the ruſhing wind ; the ſons of men 

And every beaſt in mute oblivion lie ; 

All nature's huſh'd in ſilence and in ſleep. 

O then how fearful is it to reflect, 

That thro' the ſlill globe's aweful ſolitude, 
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No being wakes but me ! 'till ſtealing ſleep 

My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews. 

Nor then let dreams, of wanton folly born, 

My fenſes lead thro' flowery paths of joy ; 

But let the ſacred Genius of the night 

Such myſtic viſions ſend, as Spenſer ſaw, - 

When thro* bewild'ring Fancy's magic maze, 

To the fell houſe of Buſyrane, he led 

Th' unſhaken Britomart; or Milton knew, 

When in abſtracted thought he firſt conceiv'd 

All heaven in tumult, and the Seraphim 

Came tow'ring, arm'd in adamant and gold, 
Let others love ſoft ſummer's ev*'mng ſmiles, - 

As, liſt'ning to the diſtant water-fall, 

They mark the bluſhes of the ſtreaky weſt ; + 

I chuſe the pale December's foggy glooms. 

Then, when the ſullen ſhades of ev'ning cloſe, - 

Where thro' the room a blindly-glimm'ring gleam - 

The dying embers ſcatter, far remote 

From Mirth's mad ſhouts, that thro' th' illumin'd roos 

Reſound with feſtive echo, let me ſit, 

Bleſt with the Jowly cricket's drowſy dirge, 

Then let my thought contemplative explore 

This fleeting Rate of things, the vain delights, 

'The fruitleſs toils, that ſtill our ſearch elude, 

As thro' the wilderneſs of life we rove. 

This ſober hour of ſilence will unmaſk 

Falſe Folly's ſmile, that like the dazzling ſpetts 

Of wily Comus cheat th' unweeting eye 

With blear illuſion, and perſuade to drink 

That charmed cup, which Reaſon's mintage fair 


Unmoulds, and ſtamps the monſter on the man. 


Eager we taſte, but in the luſcious draught 
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Few know that elegance of ſoul refin'd, 
W hoſe ſoft ſenſation feels a quicker joy 
From Melancholy's ſcenes,. than the dull pride 
Of taſteleſs ſplendour and maguificence 
Can e'er afford, Thus Eloiſe,. whoſe mind 
Had languiſh'd to the pangs of melting love, 
More genuine tranſport found, as on ſome tomb 
Reclin'd, ſhe watch'd the tapers of the dead ; 
Or thro' the pillar'd iſles, amid pale ſhrines 
Of image'd ſaints, and intermingled graves, 
Mus'd a veil'd votareſs: than Flavia feels, 
As thro' the mazes of the feſtive ball 
Proud of her conquering charms, and beauty's blaze, 
She floats amid the ſilken ſons of dreſs, 
And ſhines the faireſt of th' aſſembled fair. 
When azure noon-tide chears the dzdal globe, 
And the bleſt regent of the golden day 
Rejoices in his bright meridian bower, 
How oft my wiſhes aſk.the night's return; 
That beſt befriends the melancholy mind ! 
Hail, ſacred Night! thou too ſhalt ſhare my ſong ! 
Siſter of ebon-ſcepter'd Hecat, hail! 
Whether in congregated clouds thou wrap'ſt 
Thy viewleſs chariot, or with ſilver crown 
'Thy beaming head encircleſt, ever hail ! 
What tho' beneath thy gloom the ſorcereſs- train, 
Far in obſcured haunt of Lapland-moors, 
With rhymes uncouth the bloody cauldron bleſs; 
Tho' Murder wan, beneath thy ſhrouding ſhade: 
Summons her ſlow ey'd vot'ries to deviſe 
Of ſecret ſlaughter, while by one blue lamp- 
In hideous conf 'rence ſits the liſtening band, 
And {ſtart at each low wind, or waketul found :: 
What tho' thy ſtay the pilgrim curſeth oft, | 
As 
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As all benighted in Arabian waſtes 
He hears the wilderneſs around him howl 
With roaming monſters, while on his hoar head 
The black-deſcending tempeſt ceaſeleſs beats; 
Yet more delightful to my penſive mind 
Is thy return, than bloomy moru's approach, 
Even then, in youthful pride of opening May, 
When from the portals of the ſaffron eaſt 
She ſheds freth roſes, and ambroſial dews, 
Yet not ungrateful is the morn's approach, 
When dropping wet ſhe comes, and clad in clouds, 
While thro' the damp air ſcowls the louring ſouth, 
Blackning the landſcape's face, that grove and hill 
In formleſs vapours undiſtinguiſh'd ſwim : 
Th' afflicted ſongſters of the fadden'd groves 
Hail not the ſullen gloom; the waving elms 
That hoar thro' time, and range'd in thick array, 
Encloſe with ſtately row ſome rural hall, 
Are mute, nor echo with the clamours hoarſe 
Of rooks rejoicing on their airy boughs ; 
While to the ſhed the dripping poultry crowd, 
A mournful train: ſecure the village - hiad 
Hangs o'er the crackling blaze, nor tempts the ſtorm; 
Fix'd in th' onfianh'd furrow reſts the plough : 
Rings not the high wood with enliv'ning ſhouts 
Of early hunter: all is ſilence drear; 
And deepeſt ſadneſs wraps the face of things, 

Thro' Porz's ſoft ſong tho' all the Graces breathe, 
And happieſt art adorn his Attic page ; 
Yet does my mind with ſweeter tranſport glow, 
As at the root of moſly trunk reclin'd, 
In magic Srexstr's wildly-warbled ſong 
I ſce deſerted Una wander wide 
Thro' waltefal ſolitudes, and lurid heaths, 

Weary, 
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Weary, forlorn; than when the (4) fated ſair, 
pon the boſom bright of filver Thames, 


Launches in all the luſtre of brocade, 
Amid the ſplendours of the laughing Sun, 
The gay deſeription palls upon the ſenſe, 
And coldly ſtrikes the mind with feeble bliſs. 


Ye youths of Albion's beauty-bluoming le, 


Vr hoſe brows have worn the wreath of luckleſs love, 


7 Whoſe magic wont to ſooth your ſoften'd ſouls ? 


O tell how rapturous the joy, to melt 
To Melody's aſſuaſive voice; to bend 


TTh' uncertain ſtep along che midnight mead, 


And pour your ſorrows to the pitying moon, 

By many a ſlow trill from the bird of woe 

ft interrupted ; in embowering woods 

By darkſome brook to muſe, and there forget 
The ſolemn dulneſs of the tedious world, 

While Fancy graſps the viſionary fair: 

And now no more th' abſtraded ear attends 

The water's murm'rirg lapſe, th' entranced eye 
Pierces no longer thro' th' extended rows 

Of thick range'd trees; till haply from the depth 
The woodman's ſtroke, or diſtant-tinkliag team, 
Or heiſer ruſtling thro” the brake alarms 

Th' illuded ſenſe, and mars the golden dream, 
Theſe are deliph:s taat abſence dear has made 
Familiar to my ſoul, e'er ſince the form 

Of young Sapphira, beauteods as the Spring, 
When from her vi'let-woven couch awak'd 


By frolic Zephyr's hand, her tender check 


(a) Belinda, See Rape of the Lick. 
1 85 Graceſol 
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Graceful ſhe lifts, and bluſhing from her bower, 


Iſſues to cloath in gladſome-gliſt'ring green 1 
The genial globe, firſt met my dazzled ſight: 
Theſe are delights unknown to minds profane, 11 
And which alone the penſive ſoul can taſte. þ 
The taper'd choir, at the late hour of prayer, 1 
Oſt let me tread, while to th' according voice | 
'The mary ſounding organ peals on high, 160 
The clear ſlow - dittied chaunt, or varied hymn, 11 
Till all my foul is bath'd in ceſtaſies, 1 
And lap'd in Paradiſe, Or let me fit ® 
Far in ſequeſter'd ifles of the deep dome, g 
There loneſome litten to the ſacred ſounds, | g | 
Which, as they lengthen thro” the Gothic vaults, \ 
In hollow murmurs reach my raviſh'd ear. ! 
Nor when the lamps expiring yield to night, \ 
And ſolitude returns, would I forſake 2 
The ſolemn manſion, but attentive mark 1 
The due clock ſwinging ſlow with ſweepy ſway, "I 
Meaſuring Time's flight with momentary ſound. 11 
Nor let me fail to cultivate my mind 
Wich the ſoft thrillings of the tragic Muſe, V 
Divine Melpomene, ſweet Pity's nurſe, N 
Queen of the ſtately ſtep, and flowing pall. 1 
Now let Monimia mourn with ſtreaming eyes * 
Her joys inceſtuous, and polluted love: R 
Now let ſoft Juliet in the gaping tomb A 
Print the laſt kiss on her true Romeo's lips, T 
His lips yet reeking from the deadty draught. L. 
Or Jaſſeir kneel for one forgiving look. In 
Nor ſeldom let the Moor of Deſdemone — 
Pour the miſguided threats of jealous rage. 
Hi 
By ſoſt degrees tlie manly torrent ſteals Ty 


From 


om 
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From my ſwoln eyes; and at a brother's woe 


My big heart melts in ſympathizing tears. 
What are the ſplendours of the gaudy court, 

Its tinſel trappings, and its pageant pomps ? 

To me far happier ſeems the banith'd Lord 

Amid Siberia's unrejoycing wilds 

Who pines all loneſome, in the chambers hoar 

Of ſome high caltle thut, whoſe windows dim 


In diſtant ken diſcover trackleſs plains, 


Where Winter ever whirls his icy car; 

While ſlill- repeated objects of his view, 

The gloowy battlements, and ivied ſpires 

That crown the ſolitary dome, ariſe; 

While from the topmoſt turret the flow clock, 

Far heard along th' inhofpitable waltes, 

With ſad-returning chime awakes new grief ; 

Even he far happier ſeems than is the proud, 

"The potent Satrap, whom he leſt behind 

Mid Moſcow's golden palaces, to drown 

In eaſe and luxury the laughing hours. 
Ilaſtrious objects ſtrike the gazer's mind 

Wich ſeeble bliſs, and but allure the ſight, 

Nor rouze with impulſe quick th' unfeeling heart. 

Thus ſeen by ſhepherd from Hymettus' brow - 

What dzdal landſcapes ſmile ! here balmy groves, 

Reſounding once with Plato's voice, ariſe, 

Amid whoſe umbrage green her ſilver head 

Th' unfading olive lifts ; here vine-clad hills 

Lay forth their purple ſtore, and ſunny vales 

In proſpect vaſt their level laps expand, 

Amid whoſe beauties gliſtering Athens towers. 

Tho? thro' the bliſsful ſcenes Iliſſus roll 

His ſage-infpiring flood, whoſe winding marge 

The thick-wove laurel ſhades; tho' roſeate Mora 


Vor. II. B Pour 
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Pour all her ſplendours on th' empurpled ſcene ; 


* 
Yet feels the hoary Hermit truer joys, 


As from the cliff that o'er his cavern hangs, 

He views the piles of fall'n Perſepolis 

In deep arrangement hide the darkeſome plain. 
Unbounded watte ! the mould'ring obeliſk 

Here, Ike a blaſted oak, aſcends the clouds; 

Here Parian domes their vaulted halls diſcloſe 
Horrid with thorn, where Inrks th unpitying thief, 
Whence flits the twilight-loving hat at eve, 


And the deat adder wreathes her ſpotted train, 


The dwellings once of elegance and art, 
Here temples riſe, amid whoſe hillow'd bonnds 
Spires the black pine, while thro' the naked ſtreet, 


Once haunt of tradeful merchants, ſprings the graſs: 
Here columns, heap'd on proſtrate columns, torn 
From their firm bale, encreaſe the mon]\'ring maſs, 


Far as the ſight can pierce, appear the ſpoils 
Of ſunk magnificence ! a blended ſcene 
Of moles, ſanes, arches, domes, and palaces, 
Where, with his brother Horrour, Ruin fits. 
O come then, Melancholy, queen of thought 


O come with faintly look, and ſtedſaſt Rep, 
From forth thy cave embower'd with mournful yew. 
Where ever to the curfen's ſolemn found 


Liſt'ning thou fitt'ſt, and with thy cypreſs bind 
Thy votary's hair, and ſeal him for thy ſon. 

But never let Euphroſyne beguile 

With toys of wanton mirth my fixed mind, 

Nor in my path her primroſe-garland caſt, 

Tho? *mid her train the dimpled Hebe bare 

Her roſy boſom to th' enamour'd view; 

Tho' Venus, mother of the Smiles and Loves, 
And Bacchus, ivy-crown'd, in citron-bower 


With 
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With her on neQar-ſlreaming fruitage feaſt : 

What tho' tis her's to calm the low'ring ſkies, 

And at her preſence mild th' embattel'd clouds 

Diſperſe in air, and o'er the face of heaven 

New day diffuſive gleam at her approach ; 

Yet are theſe joys that Melancholy gives, 

Than all her witleſs revels happier far; 

Theſe deep-ſelt joys, by Contemplation taught, 
Then ever, beauteous Contemplation, hail ! 

From thee began, auſpicious maid, my ſong, 

With thee ſhall end : for thou art fairer far 

Than are the nymphs of Cirrha's moſly grot ; 

To loftier rapture thou canſt wake the thought, 

Than all the fabling Poet's boaſted powers. 

Hail, queen divine ! whom, as tradition tells, 

Once, in his evening walk a Druid found, 

Far in a hollow glade of Mona's woods; 

And piteous bore with hoſpitable hand 

To the cloſe ſhelter of his oaken bower. 

There ſoon the ſage admiring mark'd the dawn 

Of ſolemn muſing in your penſive thought ; 

For when a ſmiling babe, you lov'd to lie 

Oft deeply liſt'ning to the rapid roar 

Of wood-hung Meinai, ſtream of Druids old, 

That lav'd his hallow'd haunt with daſhing wave, 
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A SONNET; written at p 
in the Abſence of ; 


By the Same. 


1 thy beechen flopes with waving grain 
Border d, thine azure views of wood and lawn, 
Whilom could charm, or when the joyous Dawn 
Gan Night's dun robe with fluſhing purple train, 
Or Evening drove to fold her woolly train N 
Her faireſt landſcapes whence my Muſe has drawn, | 
Too free with ſervile courtly phraſe to fawn, 
Too weak to try the Buſkin's ſtately ſtrain ; 

Yet now no more thy ſlopes of wood and corn 
Nor proſpects charm, ſince He far-diſtant ſtrays 
With whom. I trace'd their ſweets each eve and 

morn, 
From Albion far, to cnll fair Gallia's bays ; 


In this alone they pleaſe; howe'er forlorn, 
That ſtill they can recall thoſe happier days, 


N 


* 
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On BATHING. 
A SONNET. 


By the ſame. 


W Hen late the trees were ſtript by Winter pale, 
Fair HALT, a Dryad-maid in veſture green, 
Rejoyce'd to rove mid the bleak ſylvan ſcene, 

On airy uplands caught the fragrant gale, 

And ere freſh morn the low couch'd lark did hail 
Watching the ſound of earlieſt horn was ſeen. 
But ſince gay Summer, thron'd in chariot ſheen, 

Is come to ſcorch each primroſe-ſprinkled dale, 

She chuſes that delightful cave beneath 
The cryſtal treaſures of meek Ifis' ſtream; 

And now all glad the temperate air to breathe, 
While cooling drops diſtil from arches dim, 

Binding her dewy locks with ſedgy wreath 
She ſits amid the qũire of Naiads trim, 


DO ο⏑ Y 
The Lawyer's Farewell to his Muſe. 


Written in che Lear 1744. 


AS by ſome tyrant's ſtern command, 
A wretch forfakes his native land, 
In foreign climes condemn'd to rdam 
An endleſs exile from his home; 

B 3 Penſivoe 


A COLLECTION 


Penſive be treads the deſtin'd way, 

And dreads to go, nor dares to ſtay ; 

Till on ſome neighb'ring mountain's brow 

He ſtops, and turns his eyes below; 

There, melting at the well-known view, 

Drops a laſt tear, and bids adieu: 

So I, thus doom'd from thee to part, 

Gay queen of Fancy and of Art, 

Reluctant move, with doubtful mind, 

Oft ſtop, and often look behind. 
Companion of my tender age, 

Serenely gay, and ſweetly ſage, 

How blithſome were we wont to rove 

By verdant hill, or ſhady grove, 

Where fervent bees, with humming voice, 

Around the honey'd oak rejoice, 

And aged elms with aweful bend 

In long cathedral walks extend ! 

Lull'd by the lapſe of gliding floods, 

Cheer'd by the warbling of the woods, 

How bleſt my days, my thoughts how free, 

In ſweet ſociety with thee ! 

Then all was joyous, all was young, 

And years unheeded roll'd along : 

But now the pleaſing dream is o'er, 

Theſe ſcenes muſt charm me now no more, 

Loſt to the field, and torn from you, — 

Farewell !——a long, a laſt adieu. 

Me wrangling courts, and ſtubborn Law, 
To ſmoak, and crowds, and cities draw ; 
There ſelfiſh Faction rules the day, 
And Pride and Av'rice throng the way: 
Diſeaſes taint the murky air, 1 
And midnight conflagrations glare; a 


- 
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Looſe Revelry and Riot bold 
In frighted ſtreets their orgies hold ; 
Or, when in ſilence all is drown'd, 
Fell Murder walks her lonely round; 
Nor room for peace, no room for you, 
Adieu, celeſtial Nymph, adieu ! 
Shakeſpear no more, thy ſylvan ſon, 
Nor all the art of Addiſon, 
Pope's heaven-ftrung lyre, nor Waller's caſe, 
Nor Milton's mighty ſelf mult pleaſe : 
Inſtead of theſe, a formal band 
In furs and coifs around me ſtand ; 
With ſounds uncouth and accents dry, 
That grate the ſoul of harmony, 
Each pedant ſage unlocks his ſtore 
Of myſtic, dark, diſcordant lore ; 
And points with tott'ring hand the ways 
That lead me to the thorny maze. 
There, in a winding, cloſe retreat, 
Is juſtice doom'd to fix her ſeat, 
There, fence'd by bulwarks of the Law, 
She keeps the wond'ring world in awe, 
And there, from vulgar fight retir'd, 
Like eaſtern queens is more admir'd. 
O let me pierce the ſecret ſhade 
Where dwells the venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark, with rev'rent awe, 
The guardian of Britannia's Law, 
Unfold with joy her ſacred page, 
(Th' united boaſt of many an age, 
Where mix'd, yet uniform, appears 
The wiſdom of a thouſand years) 
In that pure ſpring the bottom view, 
Clear, deep, and regularly true, 
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And other doctrines thence imbibe 
Than lurk within the ſordid ſcribe ; 
Obſerve how parts with parts unite 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 
See countleſs wheels diſtinctly tend 
By various laws to one great end; 
While mighty Alfred's piercing ſoul 
Pervades, and regulates the whole, 


Then welcome bulineſfs, welcome ſtrife, - 


Welcome the cares, the thorns of life, 
The viſage wan, the pore-blind fight, 
The toil by day, the lamp at night, 
The tedious ſorms, the folemn prate, - 
The pert diſpute, the dull debate, 
The drowſy bench, the babling Hall, 
For thee, fair Juſtice, welcome all ! 
Thus though my noon of life be paſt, - 
Yet let my ſetting ſan, at laſt, 
Find out the ſtill, the raral cell, 
Where ſage retirement loves to dwell ! 
There let me taſte the homefelt bliſs - 
Of innocence, and inward peace ; 
Untainted by the guilty bribe; 
Uncurs'd amid the harpy- tribe; 
No orphan's cry to wound my ear ; 
My honour, and my conſcience clear; 
Thus may I calmly meet my end, 
Thus to the grave in peace deſcend ! 


IS 
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LALLEXXLEE LEE LIL IIS x. 


By Miſs CoorEx, (now Mrs. Mapax) in 


her Brother's Coke upon Littleton. 


0 O Thou, who labour'ſt in this rugged mine, 


May'ſt thou to gold th' unpoliſh'd ore refine ! 


May each dark page unfold its haggard brow ! 
Doubt not to reap, if thou canſt bear to plough, 
To tempt thy care, may each revolving night, 


By 


Purſes and maces ſwim before thy ſight ! 

From hence in times to come, advent'rous deed ! 
May'ſt tkou eſſay, to look and ſpeak like Mead. 
When the black bag and roſe no more ſhall ſhade 
With martial air the honours of thy head; 

When the full wig thy viſage ſhall-encloſe, 

And only leave to view thy learned noſe : 

Safely may'ſt thou defy beaux, wits, and ſooffers; 
While tenants, in fee ſimple, Ruff thy coffers, 
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ODE on the Death of MarTzer, a favou- 
rite Bull-finch, addreſs'd to Mr. ST—ee, | 
to whom the Authour had given the Re- 
verſion of it when he left Dreſden. 


By the Honourable 
Sir CHARLES HAN. WILLIAMS, Kt. ef the Bath, 


I, 
1 not my 8t— pe, tis in vain 
To ſtop your tears, to hide your pain, 
Or check your honeſt rage 
Give ſorrow and revenge their ſcope, 
My preſent joy, your future hope, 
Lies murder'd in his cage. 
II. 
Matzel's no more, ye graces, loves, 
Ye linnets, nightingales and doves, 
Attend tu untimely bier; 
Let ev'ry ſorrow be expreſt, 
Beat with your wings each mournful breaſt, 
And drop the nat'ral tear, 


III. 

In height of ſong, in beauty's pride, 
By fell Grimalkin's claws he died 
By vengeance ſhall have way: 

On pains and tortures I'll refine ; 
Yet, Matzel, that one death of thine, . 
His nine will ul repay. 


IV. For 


th, 


For 
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IV. 
For thee, my bird, the ſacred Nine, 
Who lov'd thy tuneful notes, {hall join 
In thy funereal verſe: . 


- My painful taſk ſhall be to write 
Th' eternal dirge which they indite, 


And hang it on thy hearſe. 
* 


In vain I lov'd, in vain I mourn 
My bird, who never to return 

Is fled to happier ſhades, 
Where Leſbia ſhall for him prepare 


The place moſt charming, and moſt fair 


Of all th' Elyſian glades. 


VI. 
There ſhall thy notes in eypreſs grove 
Sooth wretched ghoſts that died for love; 
There {hall thy plaintive ſtrain 
Tull impious Phædra's endleſs grief, 
To Procris yield ſome ſhort relief, 
And ſoften Dido's pain, 


VIL. 


Till Proſerpine by chance ſhall hear 


Thy notes, and make thee all her care, 
And love thee with my love; 
While each attendant's ſoul ſhall praiſe 
The matchleſs Matzel's tuneful lays, 

And all his ſongs approve, , 


* 
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Father Francis's Prayer. 


Written in Lord WESTMORLAND's Hermitage, 


E gay attire, ne marble hall, 
Ne arched root, ne pictur d wall; 

Ne cook of Fraunce, ne dainty board, 
Beitow'd with pypes of perigord ; 
Ne power, ne ſuch like idle fancies ; 
Sweet Agnes grant to Father Francis; 
Let me ne more myſelf deceive ; 
Ne more regret the toys | leave; 
The world I quit, the proud, the vain, 
Corruption's and Ambition's train; 
But not the good, perdie nor fair, 1 
Gaimſt them I make ne vow, ne prayer; 
But ſuch aye welcome to my cell, 
Ard oft, not always, with me dwell ; 
Then caſt, ſweet Saint, a circle round, 
And bleſs from fools this holy ground; 
From all the foes to worth and truth, 
From wanton old, and homely youth ; 
, | 8 
The gravely dull and pertly gay, 
Oh baniſh theſe; and by my fay, 
Right well I mean that in this age, 
Mine houſe ſhall prove an hermitage. 


An inſcription on th eCell. N 


Reneath theſe moſs-grown roots, this ruſtic cell, 
"Truth, Liberty, Content, ſequeſter d dwell; 
Say you, who dare our hermitage diſdain, 

| What drawing-room can boaſt ſo fair a train? 


An 


An 
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An Inſcription in the Cell. 


Sweet bird that ſing'ſt on yonder ſpray, 
Purſue unharm'd thy ſylvan lay; 
While I beneath this breezy thade, 


In peace repoſe my careleſs head ; 
And joining thy cnraptur'd ſong, 
Inſtrudt the world-enamour'd throng, 
That the contented harmleſs breaſt 
In ſolitude itſelf is bleſt. 


SOS e 
AN O D F, 


Performed in the Scnate-houſe at Cambridge, 
July 1, 1749, at the inſtallation of his Grace 
THOMAS HOLLES Duke of NewcasTLE, 
Chancellor of the Univerſity. 


By Mr, MASON, Fellow of PRNDROKE-HATLTL. 
Set to Muſic by Mr. Bo ver, Compoſer to his Majeſty, 


—canit errantem Permeſi ad flumina Callum 
Aonas in montes ut duxerit una fororum 
Utque viro Phabi chorus afſurrexerit omnis, Viks, 


. all thy active fires diſſuſe, 
Thou genuine Eritiſh Muſe; 
Hither deſcend from yonder orient ſy, 
Cloth'd in thy heaven-wove robe of harmony. 


Vor. II. C Ai. 
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Air I. Come, imperial queen of ſong ; 
Come with all that freeborn grace, 
Which lifts thee from the ſervile throng, 

Who meanly mimic thy majeſtic pace; 

That glance of dignity divine, 
Which ſpeaks thee of celeſtial line; 
Proclaims thee inmate of the (ky, 
Daughter of Jove and Liberty, 


II. 
* Recit. The elevated ſoul, who feels 
Thy awful impulſe, walks the fragrant ways 
Of honeſt unpolluted praiſe : 
He with impartial juſtice deals 
The blooming chaplets of immortal lays : 
He flies above ambition's low career ; 
And nobly thron'd in Truth's meridian ſpherc, 
Thence, with a bold and heaven directed aim, 
Full on fair Virtue's ſhrine he pours the rays of fame 
III, 
Air II. Goddeſs ! thy piercing eye explores 
The radiant range of Beauty's ſtores, 
The ſteep aſcent of pine- clad hills, 
The ſilver ſlope of falling rills, 
Catches each lively-colour'd grace, 
The crimſon of the wood-nymph's ſace, 
The verdure of the velvet lawn, 
The purple in the eaſtern dawn, 
Or all thoſe tints, which range'd in vivid glow 
Mark the bold ſweep of the celeſtial bow. 


IV, 
Recit. But chief ſhe lifts her tuneful tranſports hi gh, 
When to her intellectual eye 


The mental beauties riſe in moral dignity : 
The 
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The ſacred zeal for Freedom's cauſe, 
That fires the glowing Patriot's brealt ; 
The honeſt pride, that plumes the hero's creſt, 
When for his country's aid the ſteel he draw: ; 
Or that, the calm yet active heat, 
With which mild Genius warms the Sage's heart, 
T0 lift fair Science to a loftier ſeat, 
Or ſtretch to ampler bounds the wide domain of art, 


Air I. Theſe, the beſt bloſſoms of the virtuous mind, 
She culls with taſte refin'd ; 
From their ambroſial bloom 
With bee-like ſkill ſhe draws the rich perfume, 
And blends the ſweets they all convey, 
In the ſoft balm of her mellifluous lay. 


V. 
Recit, Is there a clime, where all theſe beautizs ric 

In one collected radiance to her eyes? 

Is chere a plain, whoſe genial ſoil enhales 

Glory's invigorating gales, 

Her brighteſt beams where Emulation ſpreads, 
Her kindlieſt dews where Science ſheds, 
Where every ſtream of Genius flows, 
Where ev'ry flower of Virtue glows ? 

Thither the Muſe exulting flies, 
There ſue loudly cries 


Corus Tl, All hail, all hail, 


Majeſtic Granta! hail thy aweful name 
Dear to the Muſe, to Liberty, to Fame. 


VI. 
Recit, You too, illuſtrious Train, ſue greets 
Who firſt in theſe inſpiring ſeats 


Caught the bright beams of that zthereal fire, 


Which now ſublimely prompts you to aſpire 
C 2 To 
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To deeds of nobleſt note: whether to ſhie!d 
Your country's liberties, your country's laws ; 
Or in Religion's hallow'd cauſe 
To hurl the ſhafts of reaſon and to-wield 
Thoſe heavenly-temper'd arms, whoſe rapid fore: 
Arreſts baſe Falſehood in her impious courſe, 
Aud drives rebellious Vice indignant from the held, 


VII. 
Air IV. And now ſhe tunes her plaufive ſong 
To you her ſage domeſtic throng ; 
Who here, at Learning's richelt ſhrine, 
Diſpence to each ingenuous youth 
The treaſures of immortal Truth, 
And open Wiſdom's golden mine. 


Recit. Each youth inſpir'd by your perſuaſive art, 
Claſps the dear form of virtue to his heart; 
And feels in his tranſported ſoul 
Enthuſiaſtic raptures roll, 
Gen'rous as thoſe che ſons of Cyerops caught 
In hoar Lycæum's ſhades from Plato's fire-clad thought. 


VIII. 
Air V. O Granta! on thy happy plain 
Still may theſe Attic glories reign: 
Still mayſt thou keep thy wonted Rate, 
In unaffected greandeur great; 


Recit. Great as this illuſtrious hour, 
When he, whom GroxGce's well-weigh'd choice 
And Albion's gen'ral voice 
Have lifted to the faireſt heights of power, | 
| When 
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When He appears, and deigns to ſhine 
The leader of thy learned line ; 

And bids the verdure of thy olive bough 
*Mid all his civic chaplets twine, 

And add freſh glories to his honour'd brow, 

IX, 
Air VI. Haſte then, and amply o'er his head 
The graceful foliage ſpread ; 

Meanwhile the Muſe ſhall ſnatch the trnmp of Fame, 
And lift her ſwelling accents high, 
To tell the world that Prrnan's name 

Is dear to Learning as to Liberty. 


Full Chorus, The Muſe ſhall ſnatch the trump of Fame, 
And lift her ſwelling accents bigh, 


To tell the world that Petr nan's name 
Is dear to Learning as to Liberty, 


Mere 
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ODE to an ZOLUS's HARP®. 
Sent to Miſs SHEPHEARD. 
By the Same. 


NES magic lyre! now all compleat 
Thy lender frame reſponſive rings, 
While kindred notes with undulation ſweet 


Accordant wake from all thy vocal ſtrings, 


* This inſtrument appears to have been invented [; 
KiRCHER: abe has given a very accurate deſcription cf 
it in his Mus ux. Aſter having been neglected abote 
an hundred years, it was = accidentally diſcovered Ly 


Mr, Os ward. Sec Vel. I. p. 145 of this Miſcellary. 
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Co then to her, whoſe ſoft requeſt 

Bade my bleſt hands thy form prepare; 
Ah go, and ſweetly ſooth her tender breaſt 
With many a warble wild, and artleſs air, 

For know, full oft, while o'er the mead 
Bright June extends her fragrant reign, 
The Fair ſhall place thee near her ſlumb'ring head 

To court the gales that cool the ſultry plain; 
Then ſhall the Sylphs, and Sylphid's bright, 
Mild Gemii all, to whoſe high care 

Her virgin charms are giv'n, in circling flight 

Skim ſportive round thee in the fields of air. 
Some, flutt'ring *mid thy trembling ſtrings, 
Shall catch the rich melodious ſpoil, 

And lightly bruſh thee with their purple wings 

To aid the Zephyrs in their tuneful toll ; 
While others check each ruder gale, 
Expell rough Boreas from the ſky, 

Nor let a breeze its heaving breath exhale, 

Save ſuch as ſoftly pant, and panting die, 
Then, as thy ſwelling accents rife, 

Fair Fancy waking at the ſound, 
Shall paint bright viſions on her raptur'd eyes, 
And waft her ſpirits to enchanted ground, 

To myrtle groves, Elyſian greens, 

Mid which ſome fav'rite youth ſhall rove, 

Shall meet, ſhall lead her thro' the glitt'ring ſcenes, 

And all be muſic, extacy, and love. 
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I. 
A let naught to love diſpleaſing 
My Winitreda, move thy fear, 
Let naught delay the heavenly bleſſmg, 
Nor ſqueamiſh pride, nor gloomy care. 


II, 
What tho' no grants of royal donors 


With pompous titles grace our blood, 
We'll ſhine in more. ſubſtantial. honours, . 
And to be noble we'll be good. 


III, 
What tho' from Fortune's laviſh bounty 
No mighty treaſures we poſſeſs, 
We'll find within our pittance plenty, 
And be content without exceſs. 


IV. 
Still each kind returning ſeaſen, 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give, 
For we will live a life of reaſon, 
And that's the only life to live, 


VT. 


Our name, whilſt virtue thus we tender, 
Shall ſweetly ſound where'er 'tis ſpoke, 

And all the great ones much ſhall wonder, 
How they admire ſuch little folk. 


VI. Thro 


; 
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VI. 
Thro' youth and age in love excelling, 
We'll hand in hand together tread, 
Sweet ſmiling Peace ſhall crown our dwelling, 0 
And babes, ſweet -· ſmiling babes our bed. 


VII. 
How ſhould I love the pretty creatures, 
Whilſt round my knees they fondly clung, 


To ſee 'em look their mother's features, 
To hear 'em liſp their mother's tongue, 


VIII. 
And when with envy time tranſported 
Shall think to rob us of our joys, 
You'll in your girls again be courted, 
And I go wooing in my boys, 


SV SERENE EIRLE 
DENNIS to Mr. THOMSON, 
Who had procured him a Benefit Night, 


12— on thy worth, methinks I find 
Thy various Seaſons in their author's mind. 
Spring opes her bloſſoms, various as thy Muſe, 
And, like thy ſoft compaſſion, theds her dews. 
Summer's hot drought in thy expreſſion glows, 
And o'er each page a tawny ripeneſs throws, 
Auturan's rich ſruits th' inſtructed reader gains, 
Who taſtes the meaning purpoſe of thy ſtrains, 
Winter — but that no ſemblance takes from thee : 
That hoary ſeaſon yields a type of me, 


Shatter'd 
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Shatter'd by Time's bleak ſtorms I withering lay, 
Leafeleſs, and whiteniog in a cold decay! 


Yet ſhall my propleſs ivy, pale and bent, 
Bleſs the ſhort ſunſhine which thy pity lent, 
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The GOLDFINC HES. An ExECx. 


By Mr. JAGO. 


— [ngenuas didiciſſe fideliter artes 
Emellit mores, nec finit efſe ferot. 


1 you, whoſe groves protect the ſeather'd quires, 
Who lend their artleſs notes a willing ear, 
To you, whom pity moves, and taſte inſpires, 
Fhe Doric ſtrain belongs ; O Shenſtone, hear. 


'T was gentle Spring, when all the tuneſul race, 
By nature taught, in nuptial leagues combine: 

A goldfinch joy'd to meet the warm embrace, 
And hearts and fortunes with her mate to join. 


Thro' Nature's ſpacious walks at large they range d, 
No ſettled haunts, no fix'd abode their aim ; 


As chance or fancy led, their path they change'd,, 
Themſelves in ev'ry vary'd ſcene, the ſame. 


* 


Till on a day to weighty cares reſign'd, 
Wich mutual choice, alternate, they agreed, 

On rambling thoughts no more to turn their mind, 
But ſettle ſoberly, and raiſe a breed, 


. 


All 
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All in a garden, on a currant-buſh, a 
With wond'rous art they built their waving ſeat: 
In the next orchard liv'd a friendly thruſn, 
Nor diſtant far, a woodlark's ſoft retreat. 


Here bleſt with eaſe, and in each other bleſt, 
Wich early ſongs they wake'd the ſprightly groves, 
Till time matur'd their bliſs, and crown'd their net 
With infant pledges of their faithful loves, 


And now what tranſport glow'd in either's eye ! 
What equal fondneſs dealt th' allotted food ! 
What joy each other's likeneſs to deſcry, 
And future ſopnets in the chirping brood ! 


But ah! what earthly happineſs can laſt ? 
How does the faireſt purpoſe oſten fail? 

A truant ſchool-boy's wantonneſs could blaſt 
Their riſing hopes, and leave them both to wail. 


The moſt ungentle of his tribe was he; 

No gen'rous precept ever touch'd his heart : 
With concords falſe, and hideous proſody 

He ſcrawl'd his taſk, and blunder'd o'er his part. 


On barb'rous plunder bent, with ſavage eye 
He mark'd where wrapt in down the younglings lay, 

Then ruſhing ſeiz d the wretched family, 
And bore them in his impious hands away.. 


But how ſhall I relate in numbers rude 
The pangs for poor “ Chryſomitris decreed ! 
When from a neighb'ring ſpray aghaſt ſhe view'd 
The favage ruffian's inauſpicious deed ! 


Cbryſemitrit, it ſeems, is the name for a goldfinch. 
| SO 
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So wrapt in grief ſome heart · ſtruek matron ſtands, 


While horrid flames ſurround her children's room! 


On Heaven ſhe calls, and wrings her trembling hands, 


Conſtrain'd to ſee, but not prevent their doom, 


O grief of griefs! with ſhrieking voice ſhe cry'd, 


1 * 
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What ſight is this that I have liv'd to ſee ? 
O! that I had a maiden goldfinch died, 
From love's falſe joys, and bitter ſorrows free? 


Was it for this, alas! with weary bill, 

« Was it for this, I pois'd th' unwieldy ſtraw ? 
Fer this I pick'd the moſs from yonder hill ? 
Nor ſhun'd the pond'rous chat along to draw? 


Was it for this I cull'd the wool with care ? 
And ſtrove with all my ſkill our work to crown ? 
For this, with pain I bent the ſtubborn hair? 

« And lin'd our cradle with the thiſtle's down? 


Was it for this, my freedom I reſign'd ; 

And ceas'd to rove from beauteous plain to plain? 
For this I fat at home whole days confin'd, 

And bore the ſcorching heat, and pealing rain? 


Was it for this, my watchful eyes grow dim ? 
The crimſon roles on my cheek tura pale? 
Pale is my golden plumage, once ſo trim; 

« And all my wonted ſpirits gin to fail. 


O plund'rer vile! O more than weazel fell ! 
More treach'rous than the cat with prudiſh face! 
More fierce than kites with whom the furies dwell! 
More pilf'ring than the cuckoo's prowling race 


For 
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« For thee may plumb or gooſb'ry never grow, 
No juicy currant cool thy clammy throat: 
* But bloody birch-twigs work thee ſhameful woe, 
„ Nor ever goldfinch cheer thee with her note.“ 


Thus ſung the mournful bird her piteous tale, 
The piteous tale her mournful mate return'd: 

Then ſide by fide they ſought the diſtant vale, 
And there in filent ſadneſs inly mourn'd, 


SN Ne DX KCN ICIS 
The BLACKBIRDS. An ETC. 


By the Same, 


* ſun had chas'd the mountain ſnow, 
And kindly loos'd the frozen toll, 
The melting ſtreams began to flow, 
And plowmen urge'd their annual toil, 


'Twas then, amid the vocal throng 
Whom nature wakes to mirth and love, 
A blackbird rais'd his am'rous ſong, 


And thus it echo'd thro' the grove. 


O faireſt of the feather'd train ! 

For whom I ſing, for whom I burn, 
Attend with pity to my ſtrain, - 

And grant my love a kind return, 


For ſee the wintry ſtorms are flown, 
And gentle Zephyrs fan the air ; 

Let us the genial influence own, 
Let us the vernal paſtime ſhare. 


The 
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The raven plumes his jetty wing 
To pleaſe his croaking paramour; 
The larks reſponſive ditties fing, 
Aud tell their paſſion as they ſoar, 


But truſt me, love, the raven's wing 
Is not to be compar'd with mine ; 
Nor can the lark ſo ſweetly ſing 
As I, who ſtrength with ſweetneſs join, 


O! let me all thy ſteps attend! 
point new treaſures to thy ſight ; 
Whether the grove thy wilh befriend, 


Or hedge-rows green, or meadows bright, 


I'll ſhew my love the cleareſt rill 

Whole ſtreams among the pebbles ſtray, 
Theſe will we fip, and ſip our fill, 

Or on the flowery margin play. 


III lead her to the thickeſt brake, 
Itapervious to the ſchool boy's eye; 

For her the plaiſter'd neſt Fil make, 

And on her downy pinions lie. 


When prompted by a mother's care 
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Her warmth ſhall form th' impriſon'd young, 


The pleaſing taſk I'll gladly ſhare, 
Or cheer her labours with my ſong. 


To bring her food I'll range the fields, 
And cull the beſt of ev'ry kind; 

Whatever Nature's bounty yields, 
And Love's ailiduous care can find. 
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— —UŨ— —ꝛ — — — 
— 2 _ 


1 — - ” mw — — U „„ Ä——— 2 —Et r 
— = . 


Re 2 „4 
V 


A COLLECTION | | 
And when my lovely mate would ſtray 
To taſte the ſummer ſweets at large, 
I'll wait at home the live-long day, 
And tend with care our little charge, 


Then prove with me the ſweets of love, 
With me divide the cares of lite ; 
No buſh ſhall boaſt in all the grove 
So fond a mate, fo bleſt a wife. 


He ceas'd his ſong. The melting dame 

With ſoft indulgence heard the ſtrain ; 

She felt, ſhe own'd a mutual flame, 
And haſted to relieve his pain. 


He led her to the nuptial bower, 
And neſtled cloſely to her ſide; . 
The fondeſt bridegroom of that hour, 
And ſhe, the moſt delighted bride. 


Next morn he wake'd her with a ſong, 

* Behold, he ſaid, the new-born day! 
“ The lark his matin peal has rung, 

* Ariſe, my love, and come away,” 


Together through the fields they ſtray'd, 
And to the murm'ring riv'let's ſide ; 

Renew'd their vows, and hopp'd and play'd, | 
With honeſt joy, and decent pride. | 


When, oh! with grief the Muſe relates 
The mournſul ſequel of my tale; 
Sent by an order from the Fates 
A gunner met them in the vale, 


Alarm'd 
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Alarm'd the lover cried, My dear, 
Haſte, hate away, from danger fly; 

Here, gunner, point thy thunder here ; 
O ſpare my love, and let me die, 


At him the gunner took his aim ; 
His aim, alas! was all too true: 

O! had he choſe ſome other game ! 
Or ſhot as he was wont to do! 


Divided pair! forgive the wrong, 

While I with tears your fate rehearſe ; 
I'll join the widow's plaintive ſong, 

And ſave the lover in my verſe. 


F 
The HERO INES, or Modern Memoirs. 
By Mr. GRAVES. 


ancient times, ſome hundred winters paſt, 
When Britiſh dames, for conſcience ſake, were chaſte, 
If ſome frail nymph, by youthful paſſion ſway'd, 
From virtue's paths unhappily had ſtray'd; 
When banilh'd reaſon reaſſum'd her place, 
The conſcious wretch bewail'd her ſoul diſgrace; 
Fled from the world, and paſs'd her joy leſs years 
In decent ſolitude and pious tears; 
Veil'd in ſome convent made her peace with heaven, 
And almoſt hop'd—by Prudes to be forgiven, | 
Not ſo of modern wh—res th' illuſtrious train, 
Renown'd Conſtantia, P— ton and V—ne: . 
Grown old in fin, and dead to amorous joy, 


No aQts of penance heir great ſouls employ. 
D 2 Without 
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Without a bluſh behold each nymph advance, 
The luſcious Heroine of her own romance, 
Each harlot triumphs in her loſs of fame, 
And boldly prints and publiſhes her ſhame, 


CYPRUS WY RRRINY LPN 
The SWALLOWS. 
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Written September, 1748. 


By Mr. JAGO., _ . 


1„»— yellow Autumn from our plains retir'd, 

And gave to wintry ſtorms the varied year, | 
The Swallow. race, with foreſight clear inſpir'd, 

To Southern climes prepar'd their courſe to ſteer, 


On Damon's roof a grave aſſembly ſate; 
His roof, a refuge to the feather'd kind; 
With ſerious look he mark d the dice debate, 
And to his Delia thus addreſs'd his mind. 


Obſerve yon twitt' ring flock, my gentle maid, 
Obſerve, and read the wond'rous ways of Heaven! 
With us thro' Summer's genial reign they ſtay'd, 
And food, and lodging to their wants were given, 


But now, thro' ſacred preſcience, well they know 
The near approach of elemental ſtrife ; 

The bluſtry tempeſt, and the chilling ſnow, 
With every want, and ſcourge of tender life! 


Thus 
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Thus taught, they meditate a ſpeedy flight; 

For this, even now they prune their vig'rous wing; 
For this, conſult, adviſe, prepare, excite, 

And prove their ſtrength in many an airy ring. 


No ſorrow loads their breaſt, or ſwells their eye, 
To quit their friendly haunts, or native home; 

Nor fear they, launching on the boundleſs (ky, 
In ſearch of ſuture ſettlements, to roam. 


They feel a power, an impulſe all divine! 
That warns them hence ; they feel it, and obey ; 
To this direction all their cares reſign, 
Unknown their deſtin'd ſtage, unmark'd their way! 


Well fare your flight! ye mild domeſtic race! 
Oh ! for your wings to travel with the ſun ! 
Health brace your nerves, and Zephyrs aid your pace, 
Till your long voyage happily be done! 


See, Delia, on my roof your gueſts to-day ; 
To morrow on my roof your gueſts no more ! 
Ere yet 'tis night, with haſte they wing away, 
To-morrow lands them on ſome fafer ſhore. 


How juſt the moral in this ſcene convey'd ! 
And what without a moral wau'd we read? 
Then mark what Damon tells his gentle maid, - 
And with. is leſſon regiſter the deed. 


'Tis thus life's cheerful ſeaſons: roll away; 


Thus threats the winter of inclement age 
Our time of action but a ſummer's day; 


And earth's frail orb the ſadly-varied ſtage ! 
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And does no power its friendly aid diſpenſe, 
Nor give uf tidings of ſome happier clime ? 


Find wwe no guide in gracious Providence 
Beyond the ſtroke of death, the verge of time 


Yes, yes, the ſacred oracles we hear, 
That point tke path to realms of endleſs day: 
That bid our hearts, nor death, nor anguiſh fear, 


This future tranſport, that to life the way. 


Then let us timely for our flight prepare, 

And form the ſoul for her divine abode ; 
Obey the call, and truſt the Leader's care 

To bring us ſafe thro' Virtue's paths to God. 


Let no fond love for earth exact a ſigh, 
No doubts divert our iteddy ſteps aſide; 
Nor let us long to kve, nor dread to die : 
Heaven is our Hope, and Providence our Guide. 
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Tranſcribed from the Rev, Mr. Pixxi's Par- 
ſonage Garden near BixMINGHAM, 1757. 


GEEE not in theſe paths to view 

Dryads green, or Naiads blue ; 
Such as haunt, at eve or dawn, 
Emville's (a). lake, or (5) Hagley's lawn ; 
Such as ſport on (c) Worfield's meads ; 
Such as Shenflone's Genius leads 


(a) Seat of the Earl of Stamford. 
(% Seat of Lord Lyttleton. 


(c) Seat of Sherrington Davenport, Eg. 0 
er 
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©'er vale and hill, and to their care 
Conligns his waves and woodlands fair; 
While the Muſes vacant (tray, 
And Echo wants her ſweeteſt lay. 

Long, long may thoſe unrival'd ſhine, 
Nor ſhall my temp'rate breaſt repine, 
So Muſic lend her willing aid 
To gladden this ignoble ſhade; 
So Peace endear this humble plain — 
And haply Elegance will deign 
To wander here, and fmiling ſee - 
Her ſiſter nymph Simplicity, 


CCC 


Some Reflections upon hearing the Bell toll 
for the Death of a FalEND. 


By Mr. J. G. 


Ark ! what a mournful ſolemn ſound 
Rolls murm'ring thro” the cloudy air: 
It ſtrikes the ſoul with awe profound, 
Affects the gay, alarms the fair, 


With what a pathos does it ſpeak ! 
Affecting deep the thoughtful mind: 
The golden ſchemes of folly break, 
That hold in glittering ſnares mankind, 


'Tis Death's dread herald calls aloud,. 
Proclaims his conqueſt chro' the ſkies: 
The ſun retires behind a cloud, 


And nature ſeems to ſympathize, 
Reflect, 


| 
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Reflect, ye reſtleſs ſons of care 

Your vain deſigns his hand can ſpoil, 
Make hard oppreſſors lend an ear, 

And wretched miſers ceaſe their toil, 


For what avail vaſt heaps of gold, 

When Death his aweful writ ſhall ſend 
Tho' folly ſwell, and pride look bold, 

The maſk muſt drop, the farce muſt end. 


It is not hoary tottering age 

That now lies ſtretch'd beneath his ſtroke ; 
The tyrant ſtern, that feels his rage ; 

'TH' oppreffor's rod, that now is broke. 


But oh !—'tis generous Cynthio's bell! 
Fall'n in his prime of youthful bloom : 

For Cynthio ſounds the doleful knell, 
And calls him to the ſilent tomb. 


Cynthio ! —whoſe happy healing art 
Turn'd from his ſriends death's fatal blow, 
And ſhielded from that threat' ning dart, 
Which now, alas [—has laid him low. 


But Cynthio's virtues ne er can die, 
They leave a grateful rich perfume : 
And now tranſplanted to the ſky, 
In Heaven's immortal gardens bloom, 


And hark! —ah, what celeſtial notes, 

With grateful accents charm my ear ! 
As down th' etherial muſic floats, 

The ſun breaks forth, the ſkies are clear, 
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From Heaven deſcends the joyful ſtrain, 


Convey'd to earth on angels wings: 


To mitigate our grief and pain, 


And this the theme of joy it brings : 


Thus write (the voice from heaven proclaims) 
„The virtuous dead are ever blelt ! 

Their works immortalize their names, 
Their labours ceaſe, and here they reſt. 


Behold, the Saviour wide diſplay, 
The trophies of his gen'rous love, 
To cheer you thro' life's thorny way, 
And lead to flowery realins above. 


Tis He deſtroys Death's baneful ting, 
« And bids the grave's dread horrours fly, 
The choirs of heaven his triumph ſing, 


% And hail him victor thro the {ky,” | 


COSOSOHD EDI HHS) 
The ROBIN: An Eizor. 


Written at the cloſe of Autumn, 1756. 


By the Same, 


O Come, thou melancholy Muſe, 


With ſolema dirge aſſiſt my ſtrain, 


While ſhades deſcend, and weeping dews, . 


In ſorrows wrap the rural plain. 


Her 
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Her mantle grave cool Evening ſpreads, 
The Sun cuts ſhort his joyful race; 
The jocund hills, the laughing meads, 

Put on a ſickening, dying face. 


Stern Winter brings his gloomy train, 
Each pleaſing landſcape fades from view ; 
In ſolemn ſtate he ſhuts the ſcene, . 
To flowery fields we bid adieu 


Quite ſtript of every beauty, ſee 

How ſoon fair Nature's honours fade ! 
The flowers are fled, each ſpreading tree 
No more affords a grateful ſhade. 


Their naked branches now behold, 


_ Bleak windspiereethro' with murmuring ſound; 


Chill'd by the northern breezes cold, 
Their leafy honours ſtrew the ground. 


So man, who treads life's active ſtage, 
Like leaf or bloflom fades away ; 
In tender youth, or riper age, 
Drops thus into his native clay 


Alas ! and can we chuſe but moan, 

I To ſee all Nature's charms expire 

Fair-blooming Spring, gay Summer gone, 
And Autumn haſt'ning to retire ! 


But ſee the tender Redbreaſt comes, 
Forſaking now the leafleſs grove, 

Hops o'er my threſhold, pecks my crumbs, 
And courts my hoſpitable love. 


Then 
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"Then ſoothes me with his plaintive tale, 
As Sol withdraws his friendly ray ; 
Cheering, as evening ſhades prevail, 
The ſoft remains of cloſing day. 


O welcome to my homely board ! 
There unmoleſted ſhalt thou ſtand ; 

Were it with choiceſt dainties ſtor d, 
For thee I'd ope a liberal hand, 


Since thou, of all the warbling throng, 
Who now in ſilence far retire, 

Remain'ſt to ſoothe me with a ſong, 
And many a pleaſing thought inſpire. 


RXERERERNIRERERERNEEESE 
UT PICTURA POESIS. 


By Mr. NOURSE, late of All- Souls College Oxen, 
1741. 


A® once the Muſe, reclining on her lyre, 
Obſery'd her fav'rite bards, a num'rous choir ; 
The conſcious pleaſure ſwell'd her ſilent breaſt, 
Her ſecret pride exulting ſmiles confeſt. 
When thus her ſiſter ſpoke, whoſe care preſides 


O' er the mixt pallat, and the pencil guides, 


Juſt, Goddeſs, is thy joy, thy train, we own, 
Approaches neareſt to Apollo's throne. 
Foremoſt in Learning's ranks they ſit ſublime, 
Honour'd and lov'd thro' every age of time: 
Yet let me ſay, ſome fav'rite ſon of mine 


Has more than follow'd every ſon of thine. 


Thy 
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Thy Homer needs not prieve to hear his fame 
Exceeds not Raphael's widely honour'd name : 
Raphael like him midſt ages wrapt in night, 
Roſe father of his ſcience to the light; 
With matchleſs grace, and majeſty divine, 
Bade Painting breathe, and live the bold deſign ; 
To the clay-man the heavenly fire apply'd, 
And gave it charms to Nature's ſelf deny'd. 
With judgement, genius, induſtry and art, 
Does Virgil captivate his reader's hear: ? 
With rival talents my Caracci bleſt 
Fires with like tranſport the ſpectator's breaſt. 
The youthful Lacan, who with rapid force 
Urge d to Pharſalia's held the Muſe's horſe, 
An equal fire, an equal ſtrength of mind, 
In .:zgel;'s congenial ſoul will find: 
Whole wild imagination could diſplay 
Fierce giants whirl'd from heaven the world's laft day. 
With more ſucceſs does tender ©vid move 
The melting ſoul to ſoſtneſs and to love; 
Than wanton Titian, whoſe warm colours ſhew 
That gods themſelves the amorous riot know? 
Thy grandeur, Paula, and thy happy ſtroke, 
I proudly own my emulation ſpoke, 
For I beſtow'd them, that the world might ſee, 
A Herace too of mine ariſe in thee, 
Lo! where Poufin his magic colours ſpreads, 
Riſe tower'd towns, rough rocks, and flowery meads: 
What leagues between thoſe azure mountains lie, 
(Whole leſs'ning tops invade the purple ſcy) 
And this old oak, that ſhades this hollow way, 
Amidſt whoſe wiadings ſheep and oxen ſtray ! 
Tis thus Th-»critus his landſcape gives, 
Tis thus the ſpeaking picture moves and lives. 
Alike 
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Alike in Terence and in Guids's air, 
Our praiſe, the height of art and nature ſhare, 
In broader mirth if Pluutus tread the ſtage, 
With equal humour Zemfkirk's boors engage. 
She ſpoke with friendly emulation ſtirr d, 
And P4zbus from his throne with pleaſure heard. 


{Oþ{#}{0){0þ(0)4{9 pope) 40 topic} 
On J. W. ranging PAMPHLETS. 


- | -PY Mr, D-—. 
Hat ken ming "ann. enchanted ; 2 man — eaſe, 

 In-elbow:chair, and under brow of thought 
Inteals, on ſome, great matter fixt, no doubt 5 
What mean the Myrmidons on either band 
In paper-coats, and order! y array, 
Spread far and wide, on table, delk, and ſtool, 
Variety of troops, white, purple, pied, 
And grey, and blue's battalion trim; and who. 
In marbled regimentals, ſome in veſt of 
Gay edg'd with gold; of various garb, and tongue, 
And clime; extended o'er the wooden plain. 

Not force more numerous from her teeming loins 

Pours forth Hungaria to the Danube's bank 
Croats and Pandeurs: nor the ſwarming war 
Of Turk and Nadir, nodding oppoſite 
With particolour'd turbans. Sing, O Muſe, 
Their marſhal'd numbers, and puiſfance. Firſt, | 
With fable ſhield, and arms opaque, advance 
Divinity polemic, ſober rage, 
Yet deadly! (and can rige in minds divine 


Vor. II. E Tnhabit !) 
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Inhabit !) councils, ſynods, cloyſters, ſchools, 
Cowl beats off cou, and mitre mitre knocks. 
Preſbyt'ry here with wither'd face aſkew, 
Vengeance demure; and there devoutly fierce 
Catholicos, in lawn ſprinkled with blood. 

Not far behind with her divided troops 
Comes Policy, with democratic ſhouts 
On one hand, on the other loud acclaim. 

For power hereditary, and right divine : 

I ſee the various portraiture diſplay d, 

Brutus and Nimrod, libertines, and flaves, 
And crowns, and (2) breeches flutter in the air. 

Who next with aſpect ſage and parchment wav d 
Voluminous come on ? I know their beards 
Hiſtoric, ſee the ſtyle acute, with which 
They fight old Time, maugre his deſp'rate ſcythe, 
And as he cleaves the pyramid, apply 
Their puny prop. Hence annals, journals hence, 
And memoirs, doubtful truth, and certain lies, 
And tales, and all the magazines of war, 

What Muſe, O Poetry, can paſs unſung 
Thy flowing banners, and gay tent, adorn'd 
With airy trophies ? or would leave thy name 
Uncatalogue'd, were it but Nereuws-like 
To beautify the liſt, Not that thou want'{t 
Th' offenſive dart, till Satire's quiver fails. 

All theſe, and more came flocking ;—but await 
The dread commander's voice, and dare no more 
Start from their place, than did the Theban ſtone; * 
Ere yet Amphion ſung. —From fide to fide. 

The ſedentary chief, in ener mood, 


(a) Alluding to the Prov impre i'd on 2ng money of th: 
Con en m u ju England. 5 "9 
And 
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And deep revolve, darts his experienced eye. 
Forth from his preſence hies his aid - de camp, 
A ſturdy Cambre-Briton, to ſurvey 
The poſture of the feld; from rank to rank 
Poſtiug ſuecinct he gives the word, which way 
The ſquadrons to advance, where wheel their courſe. 
Vanguard to right and left.” Forthwith-the bands, 
As at the ſound of trump, obedient move 
In perfect phalanx. Each their ſtation knows 
And quarters, as the general's will ordains. 
Firſt to its place ſpontaneous Verſe repairs, 
Knowing the call, and praQtis'd to obey 
His ſummons, Peaceful Controverſy theaths 
Her claws, contracted to make room ſor Scot 
And Tom Aquinas, flumb'ring fide by fide-; 
And Bellarmine, and Luther, heard no more 
Than Delpli's ſhrine, or Memnon's ſtatue dumb, 
All, all, in order due and ſilence, look 
A modern convocation. Hilt'ry lies 
By hiſt'ry,.- Hyde and Oldmixen agree. 
Which when the marſhal, from his eaſy chair 
Of callimaneo, ſaw ; knit his calm brows 0 
Thoughtful, and thus th' aſſe mbled leaves beſpoke. 
Ye hierarchies, and commonweals, and thrones, 
Folios, octavos, and ye minor powers 
Of paper, ere to winter-quarters ſent, 
Hear me, ye liſt' ning books, Firſt 1 direct 
Submiſſion to your lord and faith entire. 
Did I not liſt you, and enroll your names 
On parchment ? See the volume; look at me. 
Did I not mark you (as the Pruffan late 
His ſubjects) badge of ſervice when requir d? 
"Tis well, -and let me next, ye flimſy peers, 
Love brother-like and union recommend : 
E 2 Live 
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Live peaceful. as by me together tied 

In bands of ſtricteſt amity : ſhould then 

Your maſter lend you to ſome neighb'ring ſtate 
Auxiliaries ; remember ye preſerve 

Your firſt allegiance pure, and cheerful home 


Return, when fammon'd by your natural prince. 
Be humble, nor repine, tho' ſmear d with ink 


And duſt inglorious ; know your birth and end, 
For rags ye were, and muſt to rags return. 


©SSSS308838088858858306 ©. 
A LerTTzx to Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 
By the late HENRY FEEDING 


SIR, . ee 


WHILE at the helm of late you ride, 
Our nation's envy and its pride; ; This 

While foreign courts with wonder gaze, 

And juſtly all your counſels praĩiſe, 

Which, in contempt of faction's foree, © 

Steer, tho" oppos'd, a ſteady courſe, * .- *- 

Wou'd you not wonder, Sir, to view © - 


Your bard a greater man than you? 
And yet the ſequel proves it true, | 
You know, Sir, certain ancient feHows - - 
Philoſophers, and others tell us, 
That no alliance e'er between 1 
Greatneſs and happineſs is ſeen; 
If fo, may Heaven ſtill deny 
To you, to be as great as J. | 
Beſides, we're. taught, it. does hone. us, 
To think thoſe better who're above us: 


- — 
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Another inſtance of my glory, 
Who live above you twice two ſtory, 
And from my garret can look down, 
As from an hill, on half the town, 
Greatneſs by poets ſtill is painted, 
With many followers acquainted : 
This too does in my favour ſpeak, 
Your lev6e is but twice a-week, 


From mine I can exclude but one day; 


My door 1s quiet on a Sunday. 


The diſtance tos at which they bow, 


Does my ſuperiour greatneſs ſhow. 
Familiar you to admiration, - 
May be approach'd by all the nation, 
While I, like Great Mogul in Indo, 
Am never ſeen but at a window. 

The family that dines the lateſt, 
Is im our ſtroet elteem'd the greateſt, , 
But greater him we ſurly call, 
Who hardly deigns to dine at all. 


If with my greatneſs you're offended, 


The fault is eaſiſy amended : 
You have it, Sir, within your power 
To take your bumble ſervant lower. 
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Upon Miſs Hazxier Hannusy, addreſſed 
to the Rev. Mr. Binr. 0 
vat y * 


By Sir CHARLES HANBURY, WILLIAMS. 


1. 11 1 it * is 


9 | Gap 
EAR doctor of St, Vary e 
In che hundred of Bergavenny, 6 
I've ſeen ſuch a laſs, 933 * | C208 
With a ſhape and a face, {il |! 54 /, 
As never was match'd by any 


„ Hob 154: viinsti dT 
Such wit, ſuch bloom, and ſuch . N 
Has this girl of Ponty Pool. Sir, 


With eyes that won d make i 


The tougheſt heart. vit fins 1! 
And the wiſeſt man a fool, Sir. „ 2 


0 r He 142 d wo 

At our fair Y'other dayſherappear'd, Sir, 
And the Welchmen' all flock'd and view'd her; 

And all of them ſaid, 

She was fit to have been made 
A wiſe for Owen Tudor. 

IV. 

They would ne'er have been tir'd with gazing, 
And ſo much her charms did pleaſe, Sir, 

That all them ſaid, 

Till their ale grew dead, 
And cold was their toaſted cheeſe, Sir. 
5 V. How 
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V. 
. - How happy the lord of the manor, 
That ſhall be of her poſſeſt, Sir; 
For all muſt agree, 
Who my HAAR r ſhall ſee, 
She's a HARRlä r of the beſt, Sir, 


VI. | 
Then pray make a ballad about her; 
0 We know you have wit if you'd ſhow i it, | 
'Then don't be aſham'd, 
You can never be blam'd, 
For a prophet-is often a poet. 
Vil. 
But why don' t you. make. one 3 then? 
I ſuppoſe I by you ſhall be told, Sir: 
4 This beautiful piece, 7 1440) 
Alas, is my niece, add | 
And beſides ſhe's but, five years old, Sir. "es 
VII. * 
But tho', my dear friend, ſhe's no older 


In her face it may plainly be ſeen, Sir, Fa 
That this angel at five, is 


Will, if ſhe's ahn 
Be a goddeſs at _ Sir. 


eee f geg cg LORA 


To a LADY, who ſent Compliments to a CLER- 


GYMAN upon the Ten of Hearts. 
OUR compliments, dear Lady, pray forbear, 
Old Engliſh ſervices are more ſincere 
You ſend Ten Hearts, the tythe is only mine, 


Give me but One, and burn the other Nine. 
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Scree kcscgcz 


THE GR OT T O. 


Written by the late Mr. GREEN of the Cu- 
ſtom-Houſe, under the Name of PETER 
DRAKE, a Fiſherman of BAENTTORD. 


Written in the Year 1732. 


Stilicet hic peſſi curvo dignoſcere rectum, 
Atque inter filvas Academi querere verum. Hon. 


Our wits Apollo's inſſuence beg, 

The Grotto makes them all with egg: 
Finding this chalk - ſtone in my neſt, 

I ſtrain, and lay ans the reſt. 


APW a while, forfaken. flood, 

To ramble in the Delian wood, 
And pray the God my well-meant ſong - 
May not my ſubje&s merit wrong. 

Say, father Thames, whoſe gentle pace 
Gives leave to view what beauties grace 
Your flowery banks, if you have ſeen 
The much · ſung GrxoTTo of the Queen. 
Contemplative, forget a while 
Oxoenian towers, and Windſor's pile, 

And Woolſey's pride (his greateſt guilt) 
And what great William fince has built; 
And flowing faſt by Richmond ſcenes, 


(Honour d retreat of two great queens) 


From 


_— 
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From Sion- Houſe, whoſe proud ſurvey © - as 
Brow-beats your flood, look'crofs the way, 
And view, from higheſt ſweſſ of tides» * 4 
The milder ſcenes of Surry ſi dee. 

Tho' yet no palace grace the ſhore, |. | 
To lodge that pair you ſhou'd adore; 1 
Nor abbeys, great in ruin, riſe, +a 


Royal equivalents for vice; cot, 


Behold a Grott, in Delphic grove; 

The Graces and the Muſes” love. 

(O might our Laureate ſtudy here, 
How would he hail his new-born year!) 

A temple from vain glories free, * 
Whoſe goddeſs is Philoſophy, Num on 
W hoſe ſides ſuch licens'd idols crown 
As ſuperſtition wou'd pull down; | 
The only pilgrimage I know 


That men of ſenſe wou'd chuſe to go: \ 
Which ſweet abode, her wiſeſt choice, 4 
Urania cheers with heavenly voice, ? 
While all the Virtues gather round, 
To ſee her conſeerate the ground. #1 
If thou the God with winged feet, 
In council talk of this retreat, (4 


And jealous gods reſentment ſhow. 
At altars rais'd to men below: "3 
Tell thoſe proud lords of heaven, tis fit 
Their hauſe our heroes ſhovld TY * 
While each exifisy as poets ng. 
A lazy led immortal thing: , 1 8 
They muſt, or grow in Aifeeriane, ned 1 
With earth's Geſk ch ners Kearulty' 14) 

Needleſs it is in terms unſkil d it . 


To praiſe whatever By nal Build: 5 
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Needles it is the buſts to name 

Of men, monopolilts of fame; 

Four chiefs adorn the modeſt ſtone, 

For virtue as for learning known ; 

The thinking ſculpture helps to raiſe 
Deep thoughts, the genii of the place: 
To the mind's ear, and inward fight, 
There ſilence ſpeaks, and ſhade gives light: 
While inſects from the threſhold preach, 
And minds diſpos'd to muſing teach: 
Proud of ſtrong limbs and painted hues, 
They periſh by the ſlighteſt bruiſe ; 

Or maladies begun within, 

Deſtroy more flow life's frail machine; 
From maggot-youth thro' change of ſtate 
They feel like us the turns of Fate; 
Some born to creep have liv'd to fly, 

And change earth-cells for dwellings high; 
And ſome that did their fix wings keep, 
Before they dy d been ſorce d to creep. 
They politics like ours profeſs, 

The greater prey upon the leſs ; 

Some ſtrain on foot huge loads to bring; 
Some toil inceſſant on the wing ; 


And in their different ways explore F 


Wiſe ſenſe of want by fature ſtore; 

Nor from their vigorous ſchemes deſiſt 

Till death, and then are never miſt. 

Some frolie, toil, marry, increaſe, 

Are ſick and well, have war and peace, 

And broke with age, in half a day 

Yield to ſueceſſours, and away. a 
Let not profane this ſacred place, 


Hypocriſy with Janus face; 


Or 
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Or Pomp, mixt ſtate of pride and care; 
Court kindneſs, Falſehood 's poliſh'd ware; 
Scandal diſguis'd in Friendfhip's val. 
That tells, unaſk'd; th” injurious tale 
Or art politic, which allows © (0 
The jeſuit-remedy for vows ; 
Or prieſt, perfuming crowned head, 
Till in a ſwoon Truth lies for dead ; 
Or tawdry critic, who perceives 
No grace, which plain proportion gives, 
And more than lineaments divine 
Admires the gilding of the ſhrine; © 
Or that ſelt-haunting ſpectre Spleen, 
In thickeſt fog the clearelt ſeen ; - 
Or Prophecy, which dreams a lie, 
That fools believe and knaves apply; 
Or frolic Mirth profanely loud, 
And happy only in a crowd-; 
Or Melancholy's penũve gloom, 
Proxy in Contemplation's room. 
O Delia, when I touch this ſtring, 
To thee my Muſe directs her wing. 
Unſpotted fair, with downcaſt look 
Mind not ſo much the murm'ring brook ; 
Nor fixt in thought, with: footitep flow 
Through cypreſs allies cheriſh woe: 
I ſee the ſoul in penſive fit, 
And moping like ſick linnet ſit, 
With dewy eye and moulting wing, 
Unperch'd, averſe to fly or ing 
I ſee the favourite curls begin lend. birth 
(Diſus'd to toilet diſcipline))j 
To quit their poſt, loſe their ſmart air, 
And grow again like common hair; 
And 
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And tears, which frequent kerchiefs dry, 
Raiſe a red circle round the eye; 

And by this bur about the moon, F 
Conjecture more. ul weather ſoon. 

Love not ſo much the doleful knell ; 
And news the boding night-birds tell; 
Nor watch the wainſcot's hollow blow; 
And hens portentous when they crow; 
Nor ſleepleſs mind the death - watch beat; 
In taper find no winding · ſheet; 

Nor in burnt coal a coffin ſee, 

Tho' thrown at others meant for thee ; 
Or when the coruſcation gleams, 

Find out not firſt the bloody ſtreams; 
Nor in imprelt remembrance keep 

Grim tap'(try figares wrought in ſleep ; 
Nor riſe to ſee an antique hall 


The moon-light monſters on the wall, 


And ſhadowy ſpectres darkly paſs 
Trailing their ſables o'er the graſs. 

Let Vice and Guilt act how they pleaſe 
In ſouls their conquer'd provinces ; 

By heaven's juſt charter it appears, 
Virtue's exempt from quartering Fears. 
Shall then arm'd Fancies fiercely dreſt, 
Live at diſcretion in your breaſt ? - | 

Be wiſe, and panic Fright: diſdain, * 

As notions, meteors of the braih 3 i +5. 
And ſights perform'd, illuſtve ſcene! 
By magic lanthorn of the ſpleen 
Come here, from baleful cares releas d. 
With Virtue's ticket, to a ſeaſt 
Where decent Mirth aud. Wiſdom jon d 
In ſtewardſhip, regale the mind. 


Cay 
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Call back the Cupids to your eyes, 
1 ſee the godlings with furpriſe 
Not knowing home in ſuch a plight, 
Fly to and fro, afraid to light. 
Far from my theme, from method far, 
Convey'd in Venus' flying car, 
go compell'd by feather'd ſteeds, 
That ſcorn the rein when Delia leads. 
No dawb of elegiac ſtrain 
Theſe holy walls ſhall ever ſtain ; 
As Spiders Iriſh wainſcot flee, 
Falſchood with them ſhall difagree : 
This floor let not the vulgar tread, 
Who worſhip only what they dread; 
Nor bigots who but one way ſee 
ö Through blinkers of authority; 
Nor they who its four ſaints defame 
By making virtue but a name 
Nor abſtract wit, (painful regale 
To hunt the pig with ſlippery tail!) 
Artiſts who richly chaſe their thought, 
Gaudy wichout but hollow wrought, 
And beat too thin, and tool'd too much 
To bear the proof and ſtandard touch; 
Nor fops to guard this ſylvan ark 
With necklace bells in treble bark ; 
Nor Cynies growl and fiercely paw, 
The maſtiffs of the moral law. 
Come Nymph with rural honours dreſt, 
Virtue's exteriour form confelt, 
With charms untarniſh'd, innocence 
Difplay, and Eden fhal! commence : 
When thus you-come in ſober fit, 
And wiſdom ts prefer'd to wit; 
Y Nes, II. F And 
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And looks diviner graces tell, 

Which don't with giggling muſcles dwell; 
And beauty like the ray-clipt ſun, 
With bolder eye we look upon ; 
Learning ſhall with obſequious mien 
Tell all the wonders ſhe has ſeen ; 
Reaſon her logic armour quit, 

And proof to mild perſuaſion fit ; 
Religion with free thought diſpenſe, 
And ceaſe cruſading againſt ſenſe ; 
Philoſophy and ſhe embrace, 

And their firſt league again take place ; 
And morals pure, in duty bound, 
Nymph-like the ſiſter · chiefs ſurround; 
Nature ſhall ſmile, and round this cell 
The turf to your light preſſure ſwell, 
And knowing beauty by her ſhoe, 

Well air its carpet from the dew, 

The Oak, while you his umbrage deck, 
Lets fall his acorns in your neck : 
Zephyr his civil kiſſos gives, 

And plays with curls, inſtead of leaves: 
Birds, ſeeing you, believe it ſpring, 
And during their vacation ſing ; 

And flowers lean forward from their ſeats 
To traffic in exchange of ſweets; 

And angels bearing wreaths deſcend, 
Preferr'd as vergers to attend 

This fane, whoſe deity intreats 

The Fair to grace its upper ſcats. 

O kindly view our letter'd ſtrife, 
And guard us through polemic life ; 
From poiſon vehicled in praiſe, 

For ſatire ſhots but. lightly graze ; 
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We claim your zeal, and find within, 
Philoſophy and you are kin. 

What Virtue is we judge by you, 
For actions right are beauteous too: 
By tracing the ſole female mind, 

We beit what is true Nature find: 
Your vapours bred from fumes declare, 
How ſteams create tempeſtuous air, 
Till guthing tears and haſty rain 


Make heaven and you ſcrene again: 
Our travels through the ſtarry ſkies 


Were firſt ſuggeſted by your eyes; 
We by the interpoſing fan, 
Learn how eclipſes firſt began ; 
The vaſt ellipſe from Scarbro' home, 
Deſcribes how blazing comets roam; 
The glowing colours of the cheek 
Their origin from Phoebus ſpeak ; 
Our watch how Luna ſtrays above 
Feels like the care of jealous love; 
And all things we in ſcience know 
From your known love for riddles flow, 

Father! forgive, thus far I tray, 

Drawn by attraction from my way, 
Mark next with awe, the foundreſs well 
Who on theſe banks delights to dwell 
You on the terraſs ſee her plain, 
Move like Diana with her train, 
If you then fairly ſpeak your mind, 
In wedlock ſince with Iſis join'd, 
You'll own, you never yet did ſee, 
At leaſt in ſuch a high degree, 
Greatneſs delighted to undreſs ; 
Science a ſcepter'd hand careſs ; 


T7 A Queen 
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A Queen the friends of freedom prize ; 
A woman wiſe men canonize, 


RENE 
„ 


V ITH gallant pomp, and beauteons pride 
The floating pile in harbour rode, 
Proud of her freight, the ſwelling tide 
ReluRaat left the veſſel's fide, 
And rais'd it as ſhe flow'd, 


The waves with Eaſtern breezes curl'd, 
Had filver'd half the liquid plain ; 
The anchors weigh'd, the fails unfurl'd, 
Serenely mov'd the wooden world, 
And itretch'd along the main. 


The ſcaly natives of the deep, 
Preſs to admire the vaſt machine, 
In ſporting gambols round it leap, 
Or ſwimming low, due diſtanee keep, 
In homage to their queen. j 


Thus, as life glides in gentle gale 
Pretended friendſhip waits on power, 

But early quits the borrow'd veil 

When adverſe fortune ſhifts the fail, 
And haſtens to devour. 


In vain we fly approaching ill, 
Danger can multiply its form ; 

Expos'd we fly like Jonas till, 

And Heaven, when 'tis Heaven's will, 
O'ertakes us in a ſtorm, 
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The diſtant ſurges foamy white 
Foretel the furious blaſt ; 

Dreadtal, tho' diſtant, was the ſight, 

Confed'rate winds and waves unite, 
And menace ev'ry maſt, 


Winds whiſtling thro the ſhrouds, proclaim 
A fatal harveſt on the deck, 

Quick in purſuit as active flame, 

Too ſoon the rolling ruin came, 
And ratify'd the wreck, 


Thus, Adam ſmil'd with new-born grace, 
Life's flame inſpir'd by heavenly breath; 
Thus the ſame breath ſweeps off his race, 
Diſorders Nature's bcauteous face, 
And ſpreads diſcaſe and death. 


Stripp'd of her pride, the veſſel rolls, 
And as by ſympathy the knew 

The ſecret anguith of our ſouls, 

With inward deeper groans condoles 
The danger of her crew, 


Now what avails it to be brave, 

On liquid precipices hung ? 
Suſpended on a breaking wave, 
Beneath us yawn'd a ſea-green grave, 

And filence'd ev'ry tongue. 


The faithleſs flood forſook her keel, 


And downward launch'd the lab'ring hull, 


Stunn'd ſhe forgot a while to reel 
And feel almoſt, or ſeem'd to feel 
A momentary lull. 
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T hus in the jaws of death we lay, 
Ner light, nor comfort found us there, 


Loſt in the gulph and floods of ſpray 
No ſun to cheer us, nor a ray 
Of hope, but all deſpair, 


The nearer ſhore, the more deſpair, 
While certain ruin waits on land; 

Should we purſue our wiſhes there, 

Soon we recant the fatal prayer, 
And ſtrive to ſhun the ſtrand. 


At length, the Being whoſe beheſt 
Reduce'd this Chaos into form, 

His goodneſs and his power expreſs'd, 

He ſpoke — and, as a God, ſuppreſs'd 
Our troubles, and the ſtorm, 


NERC DDS GE DEE GLIE 
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By Mr. MERRICK, 


He ſhort is life's uncertain ſpace! 
Alas ! how quickly done ! 
How ſwift the wild precarious chace! 
And yet how difficult the race! 

How very hard to run ! 


Youth ſtops at firſt its wilful ears 
To Wiſdom's prudent voice-; 

Till now arriv'd to riper years, 

Experience'd age worn out with cares 
Repents its earlier choice, 


What 


OF POEMS. 64,7 
What though its proſpects now appear 
So pleaſing and refin d; 
Yet groundleſs hope, and anxious fear, 
By turns the buſy moments ſhare, 
And prey. upon the-mind. . 


Since then falſe joys our fancy cheat 
With hopes of real bliſs ; 
Ye guardian powers that rule my fate, 
The only wiſh that I-create; . 
Is all compriz'd in this; 


May I through life's uncertain tide, . 
Be ſtill from pain exempt ; 

May all my wants be ſtill ſupply d, 

My ſtate too low t' admit of pride, 
And yet above contempt. 


But ſhould your Providence divine 
A greater bliſs intend; 

May all thoſe bleſſings you deſign, 

(If e'er thoſe bleſſings ſhall be mine) 
Be center'd in a friend, 


N SOS SH SSN 
The CAME LION: 
A FaBLE after Monſieur DR La MoTTE, 


By the Same, 


()* Tao in been my fox to ark 
A proud, conceited, talking ſpark, 
With eyes, that hardly ſerv'd at moſt 
To guard their maſter 'gainſt a poſt, 
; ; Yet 
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Yet round the world the blade has been 
To ſee whatever cou'd be ſeen, 
Returning from his finiſh'd tour, 
Grown ten times perter than before ; 
Whatever word you chance to drop, 
The travell'd fool your mouth will ſtop, 
«« Sir, if my judgement you'll allow——- 
« I've ſeen—and ſure I ought to know 
So begs you'd pay a due ſubmiſſion, 
And acquieſce in his deciſion, 

Two travellers of ſuch a caſt ; 
As o'er Arabia's wilds they paſt, 
And on their way in friendly char, 
Now talk'd of this and then of that, 
Diſcours'd a while mongſt other matter 
Of the Camelion's form and nature, 
«« A ſtranger animal, cries one, 
« Sure never liv'd beneath the ſun, 
A lizard's body lean and long, 
A fiſh's head, a ſerpent's tongue, 
* Its tooth with triple claw disjoin'd ; 
« And what a length of tail behind! 
How flow its pace, and then its hu 
« Who ever ſaw ſo fine a blue?” 

Hold there, the other quick replies, 
« *'Tis green Il ſaw it with theſe eyes, 
* As late with open mouth it lay, 
« And warm'd it in the ſunny ray; 
«« Stretch'd at its eaſe the beaſt I view'd, 
« And ſaw it eat the air for food.“ 

„ I've ſeen it, Sir, as well as you, 
And muſt again affirm it blue. 
« At leiſure I the beaſt ſurvey d 
Extended in the cooling ſhade.” 

«Tis 
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„ 'Tis green, 'tis green, Sir, I aſſure yo — 
« Green! cries the other in a fury — 
„% Why, Sir—d'ye think I've loſt my eyes? 
« *Twere no great loſs, the friend replies; 
« For, if they always ſerve you thus, 
*« You'll find 'em but of little uſe.” 
So high at laſt the conteſt roſe, 
From words they almoſt came to blows : 
When luckily came by a third 
To him the queſtion they reter'd ; 
And beg'd he'd. tell em, if he knew, 
Whether the thing was green or blue, 
„ Sirs, crics the umpire, ceaſe your pother 
+ The creature's neither one nor t'other. T 
*« caught the animal laſt night, 
And view'd it o'er by candle-light ; 
« I mark'd it well—'twas black as jet— 
* You ſtare— but, Sirs, I've got it yet, 
And can produce it,” * Pray, Sir, do: 
+ I'll lay my life the thing is. blue.” 
And Ul be ſworn, that when you've ſeen 
The reptile, you'll pronounce him green.“ 
„Well then, at once to caſe the doubt, 
% Replies the man, I'll turn him out: 
And when before your eyes I've ſet him, 
F you don't find. him black, I'll eat him.“ 
He ſaid; then full before their ſight 
Produce'd the beaſt, and lo! 'twas white. 
Both ſtar'd, the man. look'd wond'rous wiſe— - 
„My children,” che Camelion cries, 
(Then firſt the creature found a tongue) 
Lou all are right, and all are wrong: 
„When next you talk of what you view, , 
*« Think others ſee, as well as you: 
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© Nor wonder, if you find that none 
* Prefers your eye-ſight to his own.” 


4-$4p44+34+904+-4-+44 ++ $41. 


Captain THOMAS, of BartTtrtav's 
Regimeat in the Ifle of Sx1e, to Captain 
P at FoxT AvcusPvus. 


— Thomas, give us t'other ſonnet, 
Dear Captain pray refle& upon it. 
Was ever ſo abſurd a thing? 
i What, at the pole to bid me ſing ! 
if Alas i ſearch all the mountains round, 
| 
| 


There's no Thalia to be found ; 

1 And Fancy, child of ſouthern ſkies, 

i! Averſe the fullen region flies. 

I ſcribble verſes ! why you know 

I left the Muſes long ago, 

Deſerted all the tuneful band 

To right the files, and ſtudy Bland, 
Indeed in youth's fantaſtic prime 
Miſled I wander d into rhime, 

And various ſonnets penn'd in plenty 
On ev'ry nymph from twelve to twenty, 
Compar'd to roſes, pinks, and lillies, 
The cheeks of Chloe and of Philhs ; 
With all the cant you find in many 

A ſtillborn modern miſcellany, 

My lines —how proud was I to ſee em 
Steal into Dodſley's new Muſzum, 

Or in a letter fair and clean 
Committed to the Magazine. 


a — 
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Our follies change - that whim is 0'er— 
The bagatelles amuſe no more. 

Know by theſe preſents, that in fine 

I quit all commerce with the Nine. 
Love ſtrains, and all poetic matters, 
Lampoons, epiltles, odes, and fatires, 
Theſe toys and trifles I diſcard, 

And leave the bays to poet Ward. 
Know, now to politics conſign'd, 

I give up all the buſy mind ; 

Curious each pamphlet I peruſe, 

And ſip my coffee o'er the news, 

But a propos — for laſt Courant, 

Pray chank the lady governante, 

From Aix—pho! what is't—la Chapelle, 
Of treaties now the gazettes tell; 

A peace unites the jarring powers, 

And ev'ry trade will thrive, but our's. 
Farewel, as wrong'd Othello ſaid, 

The plumed troops, and neighing ſteed ! 
The troops ! alas! more havock there 
A peace will make, than all the war, 

W hat crowds of heroes in a day 
Reduce'd to ſtarve on halt their pay 
From Lowendhal 'twou'd pity meet, 
And Saxe himſelf might weep to ſee'r, 
Already Fancy's active power 

Foreruns the near approaching hour. 
Methinks, curs'd chance! the fatal ſtroke 
I feel, and ſeem already broke, 

The park I ſaunter up and down, 

Or ſit upon a bench alone 

Penſive and ſad—/e jufte portrait 


D' ane pauvre capitaine reforms. 
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My wig," which ſhun'd each ruder wind, 
Toupee'd before, and bag'd behind, 
W hich John was us'd with niceſt art 
To comb, and teach the curls to part, 
Loſt the belle air and jaunty pride, 
Now lank-depends on either fide : 
My hat grown-white and ruſted o'er 
Once bien troufſe with galon dor; 
My coat diſtain'd with duſt and rain, 
And all my figure quite campaign. 
Tavern and coffee-houſe unwilling 
To give me credit for a ſhilling : 
Forbid by every ſcornful belle 
The precincts of the gay ruelle. 
My vows, tho' breath'd in ev'ry car, 
Not e'en a chambermaid will hear: 
No filver in my purſe to pay 
For opera- tickets, or the play: 
No meſſage ſent to bid me come 
A fortnight after to a drum: 
No viſits or receiv'd.or pay'd, 
No ball, ridotto, maſquerade : 
All penſive, heartleſs, and chagrine 
I fit, devoted prey to ſpleen; 
Shabbily fine with tarniſh'd lace, 
And hunger pictur'd in my face, 

To you, dear P „ indulgent Heaven 
A gentler, happier lot has given, 
To yeu has dealt with bounteous hands 
Palladian ſeats, and fruitful lands : 
Then in my ſerrows have the grace 
To take ſome pity on my caſe; 
Ind as you know the times are hard, 
Send a ſpruce valet with a card 


Your 
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Your compliments, and beg I'd dine, 
And taſte your mutton and your wine: 
You'll find moſt punctual and obſervant, 
Your moſt obliged humble ſervant. 
C. T. 


CCC 


To Mr. J. H. at the TzmeLe, occaſioned 


by a Tranſlation of an Epiſtle of HonxAcxE. 
1730. 


By the Rev, Mr, $———, of Magdalen College, 


OxroxD. 


"Jen flies—ſo you and Horace ſing, 
From whence you many a moral bring, 

To teach us how to ſteer our lives, 
T' enjoy our bottles and our wives. 

Young man, I well approve your notions, 
And wholly am at your devotions. 
I hate your ſour, canting raſcals, 
That talk of Ember-weeks and Paſchals; 
Black villains, who defire to wean us, 
From Bacchus” pleaſures, and from Venus,, 
To gain themſelves a larger ſhare, 
And fob us off with faſt and prayer ; 
And tell us none to Elyſium go, 
Who do:not plague themſelves below, 
Can mis'ry raiſe the grateful heart, 
Or tuneful ſongs of praiſe impart ? 

The great Creator's work we view, 
And trace it out by Wiſdom's clue: 5 
Nothing is good but what is true. 

Vor. Il. G With 
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With cautious and with thankful eye 
We ſcan the great variety : 

Each good within our reach we taſte, 
And call our neighbour to the feaſt, 
Our ſouls do gen'roufly diſown 

All pleaſure that's confin'd to one; 
The only rational employment | 
Is, to receive and give enjoyment : 
To ev'ry pleaſure we attend, 

Not to enjoy is to offend, 

Bur ſtill, amidſt the various crowd 
Of goods, that call with voices loud, 
Our nat'ral genius, education, 
Parents, companions, or our ſtation, 
Dire& us to ſome ſingle choice, 

In which we chiefly muſt rejoice. 

Pleaſures are ladies —ſome we court 
To paſs away an hour in ſport. 

We like them all for this or that, 

For filence ſome, and ſome for chat; 
For ev'ry one, as Cowley fings, 

Or arrows yields, or bows, or ſtrings. 
But, after all this rambling life, 

Each man muſt have his proper w/c. 
You know my meaning ——ſome one good, 
Felt, heard, or ſeen, or underſtood, 

Will captivate the heart's affection, 

And bring the reſt into ſubjection. 

Pray mind the tenor of my ſong ; 
It holds together, tho' tis long. 

You've made an early choice, and wiſe one; 
The beſt I know within th' horizon, 

My lady Law is rich and handſome : 
May the be worth you a king's ranſom ! 


Bur 
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But I muſt tell you, (you'll excuſe 

My friendly, tho' plain-dealing Muſe) - 
tn her own hands is all her dower ; 
There's not a groat within your power; 
And yet you're whoring with the Nine; 
With them you breakfaſt, ſup, and dine, 
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With them you ſpend your days and nights 


ls't fitting ſhe thou'd bear ſuch flights ? 
Beggarly, ballad-ſinging carrions, 
Can they advance you to the barons ? 
You've made me too an old Tom Dingle, 
And I, forſooth, muſt try to jingle. 

Your lady wou'd not do you wrong; 


She owns you're tender yet, and young— 
She'd wink at now and then a ſong; 


But ſtill expects to ſhare the time, 
Which now is all beſtow'd on rhime, 
Read in the morning Hobbes de Home, 
At noon, e'en ſport with your Melpomene, 

Youngſter, I've ſomething more to ſay, 
To wean you from this itch of play, 
In his OHciis old Marc Tully, 
Mongſt certain points he handles fully, 
(A book I ever muſt delight in 
Far beyond all that ſince is written!) 
He tells us there, our parents“ praiſe 
Their children's virtue ought to raiſe : 
Their worth and praiſe ſnou d prick us on 
To labour after like renown. 

Who bur thy father has been able, 
Like Hercules, to cleanſe a ſtable ? 
About his ears how ſtrange a rattle! 
Who ever ſtood fo tough a battle? 
H' has tam'd the moſt unruly cattle, 

G 2 


; 


; 


Juſt 


76 A COLLECTION 


Juſt two ſuch jobbs as yet remain 

To be diſpatch'd by you and B 
Your father with Herculean club 

The tyrants of our ſouls did drub ; 

B—— for our bodies, you our chattles, 

Muſt undertake the ſelf- ſame battles. 

The world on you have fix'd their eyes, 

*Tis you muſt quell theſe tyrannies : 

So ſhall ſome title, now unknown, 

Bangorian-like your labours crown. 

Raviſh'd, methinks, in thought I ſee 

The univerſal liberty, 

But after all, I know what's in you: 
You'll do't, a thouſand to one guinea, 
Time flies—the work and pleaſure's great; 
Begin, before it grows too late, 

Where the plays ſtand the fatuter lodge; 
And dance not, *till you dance a judge ; 
Then, tho? you are not half fo taper, 
My Lard, you'll cut a higher caper. 


XD S A AKIN AND NN 
The COUNTRY PARSON. 


I. 
Etween the ſmooth deſcent of yonder hills, 
Deep in the vale with tufted trees beſet, 
Whoſe antique roots are wafſi'd with brawling rills, 
Whoſe leafy arms the ſummer's rage defeat, 
There ſtands a country Parſon's calm retreat; 
View well the ſilent ſhade with ſober eye, 


B 


And wonder at the courtier's ſwolen luxury. 


©, 


II. See 
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II. 
See to his garden's pale where cloſe ally d 
A decent church the neighbouring glebe commands ; 
Whoſe ſeeple's ſtock'd with bells, (the country's pride) 


Whoſe beams are wreath'd about with virgin bands, 


Wove on the bridal-day by virgin hands. 
The ſurplice clean, and chancel newly whited, 
That with the good man's neatneſs all muſt be de- 
lighted. 
| | 
His houſe ſtands near, (this church's younger brother) 
W hoſe furniture ſhews houſewifely, and neat ; 
A little garden runs from one to t'other,. 
Stately in uſe, excluding uſeleſs ſtate, 
In which a yew-tree ſtands of ancient date: 
And near it roſemary climbs up the wall; 
Or elſe imperfect were the rites of funeral. 


IV.. 
Him liveth near in gentle neighbourhood 
An heartſome friend, replete with bounteous love, 
W hoſe generous wine long time hath corked ſtood, 
(Not to avoid the taſte but to improve) 
With him the good man's moments ſoftly move, 
Nor yet compleat, if I ſhould leave untold 
The dame who of. his joys ſweet partnerſhip doth hold, 


T, 
Well knows ſhe when to govern, when obey, 
Vers'd in the rights and laws of womanhood ; 
Nor hath ſhe too much wiſdom to be gay, 
Nor hath ſhe ſo much wit to be o'er-loud, 
Nor hath ſhe ſo much beauty to be proud ; 
But cheerful ſenſe and decent mirth impart 
The ſweet domeſtic joys of a well-natur'd heart. 
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VI, 

Eight years bath Heaven poſſeſs'd them of a boy, 

Who loves a ſiſter younger by a year; | 
And as they prank about, with ſilent joy 

They fit and ſmile upon the prattling pair, 

(Who two ſweet-aofes on one ſtalk appear) 

And think upon themſelves once fair and young, 
Before ſoft Cupid's golden bow became unſtrung. 


VII, 
Each ſun ariſes freſh with ſweet content, 
And leads them on a conrſe of new delight; 
With the ſame joy the ſummer's day is ſpent, 
And o'er a cheerful fire their winter night; 
Such are their joys who ſpend their lives aright. 
Tho' ſeaſons change no ſenſe of change they know, 
But with an equal eye view all things here below, 
VIII. | 
When th' amorous earth is woo'd with ſmiling weather, 
To wear the verdant mantle of the ſpring ; 
Forth walk the little family together 
To ſee the "wood, and hear its natives ſing; 
The flowers ſweet odours to their ſenſes bring; 
The world appears in bloſſom, far and near 
Joyful they view the purple promiſe of the year, 
IX. 
Summer beholds the good man near his bride, 
In ſweet contentment ſmoking in his chair; 
He views the flocks nibbling the mountain's ſide, 
And ev'ry tenth he reckons to his ſhare ; 
Now to the hay-field walk the happy pair, 
And with fuch kindneſs greet the country folk, 


The parſon's buſh is place'd upon the biggeſt cock. 
X. The 
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X. 
The promis'd fruit now fills the teeming ſoil, 
And certain plenty all his doubts relieves ;_ 
The peach he planted pays his honeſt toil, 
The farmer brings him home his yellow ſheaves, 
And his ſtuff d barn the willing tax receives, 
His ſervants to his loaded orchards hye, 
To lay in liquid ſtores for future jollity. 
XI. 
When icy bands the ſtiffened wave enfold, 
Still is the parſsn with contentment crown'd; 
The cheerful blaze chaces the chilly cold, 
In circling cups all winter thoughts are drown'd. 
And no ill-nature ſends the laugh around; 
Or in the ſtudy pent, thinks what to ſay, . 
May touch, yet not offend the 'ſquire next Sabbath · day. 


XII. 
Thus, till in age the ſame, he journeys on, 
Till envious Fate o'ertakes him on the road; 
For the calm pleaſures-of the holy man 
Claim not the madneſs of a youthful blood. 
For many winters thus ſerenely ſtood, 
Strong in its ſmooth decline, the ſturdy oak, 
Till came from Heaven th' unfear'd and unreſiſted 
ſtroke, 
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ODE, toa LADY in LONDON. 


By Mis CARTER. 


Wii ſoft thro' water, earth, and air 
The vernal ſpirits rove, ; 
From noiſe, my dear, and giddy crowds 
To rural ſcenes remove. | 
The mountain ſnows are all diſſolv'd, 
And huſh'd the bluſhing gale, 
While fragrant Zephyrs gently breathe 
Along the flowery vale. 
The circling planets' conſtant round, 
| The wintry waſtes repair, 
And ſtill from temporary death 
Renew the verdant year. 
But ah! when once our tranſient bloom, 
The ſpring of life, is o'er, 
That roſy ſeaſon takes it flight, 
And muſt return no more, 
Yet judge by Reaſon's ſober rules,. 
From falſe opinion free, 
And mark how little pilfering years 
Can ſteal from you or me, 
Each moral pleaſure of the heart, 
Each ſmiling charm of truth, 
Depends not on the giddy bud 
Of wild fantaſtic youth. 
The vain coquet, whoſe empty pride 
A fading face ſupplies, 
May juſtly dread the wintry gloom 
Where all its glory dies, 


Leave 
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Leave ſuch a ruin to deplore 
To fleeting forms confin'ds; 
Nor age, nor wrinkles, diſcompoſe - 
One feature of the mind. 
Amidit the univerſal change, 
Unconſcious of decay, 
It views unmov'd the ſcythe of Time- 
Sweep all beſides away, 
Fix'd on its- own. eternal frame 
Eternal are its joys, 
While borne on tranſitory-wings 
Each mortal pleaſure flies, 
While every ſhort-liv'd flower of ſenſe . 
Deſtructive years conſum e, 
Through friendſhip's fair enchanting walks 
Unfading myrtles bloom. 
Nor with the narrow bounds of time 
Its beauteous proſpect ends, 
But lengthen'd through the vals of dean 
To Paradiſe end, 


FC 


O D E, to S PR IN. G. 
By Miß F. | 
HL. genial Goddeſs, blooming Spring 
Thy bleſt return, O let me : Ling, 5 1 
And aid my languid lays : 
Let me not fink in floth ſupine, 


While all creation at thy ſhrine 
Its annual tribute pays; 


II. Eſcap'd 
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IT. 
Eſcap'd from Winter's freezing power 
Each bloſſom greets thee, and each flower; 
And, ſoremoſt of the train, 
By Nature, (artleſs handmaid !) dreſt, 
The ſnow-drop comes in lilly d veſt, 
Prophetic of thy reign. 
III. ä 
The lark now ſtrains bis warbling throat, 
While every loud and ſprightly note 
Calls Echo from her cell. 
Be warn'd, ye fair, that liſten round, 
A beauteous maid became a ſound, 
A maid who lov'd too well, 


. 
The bright-hair'd ſun with warmth benign. 
Bids tree, and ſhrub, and ſwelling vine 
Their infant-buds diſplay : 
Again the ſtreams refreſh the plains, 
W hich Winter-bound in icy chains, 
And ſparkling bleſs his ray. 
V. 
Life-giving Zephyrs breathe around, 
And inſtant glows, th' enamel'd ground, 
With Nature's vary'd hnes : 
Not ſo returns our youth decay'd, 
Alas ! nor air, nor ſun, nor ſhade 
The ſpring of life renews. 


VI. 
The ſun's too quick · revolving beam 
Will ſoon diſſolve the human dream, 
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And bring the appointed hour: 
Too late we catch his parting ray, 
And mourn the idly-waſted day 
No longer in our power. 
| VII. 
Then happieft he, whoſe lengthen'd fight 
Purſues, by virtue's-conſtant light, 
A hope beyond the ſkies; - 
Where frowning Winter ne'er ſhall come, 


But roſy Spring for ever bloom, 
And ſuns eternal riſe, 


CUNREMOREANREEUNBEHNDERND 


ODE to CYNTHIA. 


By the Same, 


8 of Pheebus, gentle Queen, 
Of aſpect mild and brow ſerene, 
Whoſe friendly beams by night appear, 
The lonely traveller to cheer ; 
AttraQtive power ; whoſe mighty fray 
The ocean's ſwelling waves obey, 
And, mounting upward, ſeem to raiſe 
A liquid altar to thy praiſe: 
Thee wither'd hags, at midnight hour, 
Invoke to their infernal bower ; 
But I to no ſuch horrid rite, 
Sweet Queen, implore thy ſacred light, 
Nor ſeek, while all but lovers ſleep, 
To rob the miſer's treaſur'd heap : 
Thy kindly beams alone impart 
To find the youth who ſtole my heart, | 
And 
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And guide me, from thy ſilver throne, 
To ſteal % heart, or find my awn, -+ 


Gees 
ODE oa HR US H. 


By Mis P“. 


8 warbler ! to whoſe artleſs ſong 
Soft Muſic's native powers belong, 

Here fix thy haunt ; and o'er theſe plains 

Still pour thy wild untuter'd trains, 

Still hail the morn with ſprightly lay, 

And ſweetly hymn the parting day: 

But ſprightlier ſtill, and ſweeter pour 

Thy ſong o'er Flavia's favourite bower ; 

There ſoftly breathe the vary'd ſound, 

And chant«thy loves, or woes around. 
So may thou live ſecurely bleſt, 

And no rude ſtorms diſturb thy neſt; 

No bird-lime twig, or gin annoy, 

Or cruel gun thy brood deſtroy ; 

No want of ſhelter may'ſt thou know, 

Which Ripton's lofty ſhades heſtow ; 

No dearth of winter-berries fear, 

But baws and hips bluſh half the year. 


USS 
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1 
| TO THE 
Fay 7 


By Dr. AKENSIDE. 1746. 


O ER yonder eaſtern hill the twilight throws 
Her duſky mantle; and the God of day, 

With bright Altrza ſeated by his fide, 

Waits yet to leave the ocean. Tarry, Nymphs. 

Ye Nymphs, ye blue-ey'd progeny of Thames, 

Who now the mazes ot this rugged heath 

Trace with your fleeting ſteps; who all night long 

Repeat, amid the cool and tranquil air, 

Your lonely murmurs, tarry; and receive 

My offer'd lay. To pay you homage due, 

I leave the gates of ſleep; nor ſhall my lyre 

Too far into the ſplendid hours of morn 

Ingage your audience: my obſervant hand 

Shall cloſe the {train ere any ſultry beam 

Approach you. To your ſubterranean haunts 

Yet then may timely ſteal; to pace with care 

The humid ſands; to looſen from the ſoil 

The bubbling ſources; to direct the rills 

To meet in wider channels; or beneath 

Some grotto's dripping arch, at height of noon 

To ſlumber, ſhelter d from the burning heaven. 


Vor. II. H Where 
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| 
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Where ſhall my ſong begin, ye Nymphs? or end? 
Wide is your praiſe and copious Firſt of things, 
Firſt of the lonely powers, ere Time aroſe, 
Were love and Chaos: Love, the fire of Fate; 
Elder than Chaos, Born of Fate was Time, 

Who many ſons and many comely births 

Devour'd, relentleſs father: till the child 

Of Rhea drove him from the upper ſky, 

And quell'd his deadly might. Then ſocial reign'd 
The kindred powers, Tethys, and reverend Ops, 
And ſpotleſs Veſta ; while ſupreme of ſway _ 
Remain'd the cloud-compeller, From the couch 
Of Tethys ſprang the edgy-crowned race, 

Who from a thouſand urns, o'er every clime, 

Send tribute to their parent ; and from them 


Are ye, O Naiads : Arethuſa fair, 


And tuneſul Agamippe ; that ſweet name, 
Banduſia; that ſoſt family which dwelt 
With Syrian Daphne; and the honour'd tribes 
Belov'd of Pæon. Liſten to my ſtrain, 
Daughters of Tethys : liſten to your praiſe. 

You, Nymphs, the winged offspring, which of old 
Aurora to divine Aſtreus bore, 
Owns ; and your aid beſeecheth. When the might 
Of Hyperion, from his noontide throne, 
Unbends their languid pinions, aid from you 
They aſk : Favonius and the mild South-weſt 
From you relief implore. Your ſallying ſtreams 
Freſh vigour to their weary wings impart, 
Again they fly, diſporting ; from the mead 
Haif-ripen'd and the tender blades of corn, 
To ſweep the noxious mildew; or diſpel 
Contagious ſteams, which oft the parched earth 
Breathes on her fainting ſons. From noon to eve, 
| ; Along 


2 
88, 


* OF POEMS: 


Along the river and the paved brook, _ 


Aſcend the cheerful breezes; hail'd of bards 
Who, faſt by learned Cam, the Mantuan lyre 


Sollicit ; nor unwelcome to the youth 

Who on the heights of Tibur, all inclin'd 

O'er ruſhing Anio, with a pious hand 

The reverend ſcene delineates, broken fanes, 

Or tombs, or pillar'd aqueductas, the pomp 

Of ancient time; and haply, while he ſcans 

The ruins, with a filent tear revolves 

The fame and fortune of imperious Rome. 
You too, O Nymphs, and your unenvious 

The rural powers confeſs ; and till prepare 


aid 


For you their grateful treaſures: Pan commands, 


Oft as the Delian king with Sirins holds 


The central heavens; the Father of the grove 


Commands his Dryads over your abodes 
To ſpread their deepeſt umbrage. Well the 
Remembereth how indulgent ye ſupplied 


God 


Your genial dews to nurſe them in their prime. 
Pales, the paſture's queen, where er ye ſtray, 
Purſues your ſteps, delighted; and the path 


With living verdure clothes. Around your 
The laugbing Chloris, with profuſeſt hand, 
Throws wide her blooms, her odours, Still 
Pomona ſeeks to dwell : and o'er the lawns, 


haunts 


with you 


And o'er the vale of Richmond, where with Thames 


Ye love to wander, Amalthea pours 


Well-pleas'd the wealth of that Ammonian horn, 


Her dower; unmindful of the fragrant iſles 
Nyſæan or Atlantic, Nor can'ſt thou, 
(Albeit oft, ungrateful, thou doſt mock 
The beverage of the ſober Naiad's urn, 

O Bromius, O Lenzan) nor can'| thou 
H 2 


Diſown 
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Diſown the powers whoſe beauty, ill-repaid, 

1 With nectar feeds thy tendrils. Yet from me, 
1 Yet, blameleſs Nymphs, from my delighted lyre, 
Accept che rites your bounty well may claim; 
Nor heed the ſcoflings of the Edonian band. 

k For better praiſe awaits you. Thames, your ſire, 
1 As down the verdant flope your dutcous rills 
Deſcend, the tribute ſtately Thames reccives, 
Delighted ; and your piety applauds; 

And bids his copious tide roll on ſecure, 

14 For faithful are his daughters; and with words 
V4 Auſpieious gratulates the bark which, now 

1 His banks forſaking, her adventurous wings 
Yields to the breeze, with Albion's happy gifts 
Extremeſt iſles to bleſs. And oft at morn, 

When Hermes, from Olympus bent o'er earth 
To bear the words of Jove, on yonder hill 

Stoops lightly ſailing; oft intent your ſprings 

He views: and waving o'er ſome new-born ſtream 
His bleſt pacific wand, . And yet,” he cries, 
Let, cries the ſon of Maia, © though recluſe 
And ſilent by your ſores, from you, fair Nymphs, 
+ Flows wealth and kind focizty to men. 

*« Pe you my function and my honour'd name 
Do ] poſſeſs; while o'er the Beetic vale, 

Or thro' the towers of Memphis, or the palms 
„ By ſacred Ganges water d, I conduct 

The Engliſh merchant : with the buxom fleece 
«© Of fertile Ariconium while I clothe 

« Sermatian kings; of to the houſehold Gods 
Of Syria, from the bleak Cornubian ſhore, 

©: Difpeaſe the mineral treaſure which of old 

«+ Sidonian pilots ſought, when this fir land 
Was yet unconſcious of thoſe generous arts 


«© Which 


hs, 


ch 
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* Which wiſe Pheœnicia from their native clime 
*« Tranſplanted to a more indulgent heaven.” 

Such are the words of Hermes : ſuch the praiſe, 
O Naiads, which from tongues celeſtial waits 
Your bounteous deeds, From bounty iſſueth power: 
And thoſe who, ſedulous in prudent works, 
Relieve the wants of nature, Jove repays 
With generous wealth and his own ſeat an earth, 
Fit judgements to pronounce, and curb the might 
Of wicked men, Your kind unfailing urns 
Not vainly to the hoſpitable arts | 
Of Hermes yield their lore, For, O ye Nymphs, 
Hath he not won the unconquerable queen 
Of arms to court your friendthip? You ſhe owns 
The fair aſſociates who extend her ſway 
Wide o'er her mighty deep; and grateful things 
Of you ſhe-nttereth, oft as from the ſhore 
Of Thames, or Medway's vale; or the green banks 
Of Vecta, ſhe her thundering navy leads 
To Calpe's foaming chanuel, or the rough 
Cantabrian coaſt ; her auſpices divine 
Imparting to the ſenate and the prince - 
Of Albion, to diſmay barbaric kings, 
The Iberian, or the Celt. The pride of kings 
Was ever ſcorn'd by Pallas: and of old 
Rejoice'd the Virgin from the brazen prow 
Of Athens o'er Ægina's gloomy ſurge, 
To drive her clouds and ſtorms ; o'erwhelming all 
The Perſian's promis'd glory, when the realms 
Of Indus and the ſoft Ionian clime, 
When Lybia's torrid champain and the rocks 
Of cold Imaus join'd their ſervile bands, 
To ſweep the ſons of liberty from earth, 
In vain : Minerva on the brazen prow 

H 3 
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Of Athens ſtood, and with the thunder's voice 
Denounce'd her terrours on their impious heads, 
And ſhook her burning Ægis. Xerxes ſaw : 
From Heracleum, on the mountain's height 
Thron'd in his golden car, he knew the ſign 
Celeſtial; felt unrighteons hope forſake 
Ilis faltering heurt, and turn'd his face with ſhame, 
Hail ! ye who ſhare the ſtern Minerva's power ! 
Who arm the hand of liberty for war ; 
And give, in ſecret, the Britannic name 
To awe contending monarchs ! yet benign, 
Yet mild of nature; to the works of peace 
More prone, and lenlent 6f the many ills 
Which wait on human life. Your gentle aid 
Hygeia well can witneſs ; ſhe who ſaves, 
From poiſonous cates and cups of pleaſing bane, 
The wretch devoted to the entangling ſnares 
Of Bacchus and of Camus. Him ſhe leads 
To Cynthia's lonely haunts. To ſpread the toils, 
To beat the coverts, with the jovial horn + 
At dawn of day to ſummon the loud hounds, 
She calls the ling'ring rd from his dreams : 
And where his breaſt ma Mrink the mountain breeze, 
And where the fervour of the ſunny vale 
May beat upon his brow, through devious paths 
Beckons his rapid 7&prſer. Nor when eaſe, 
Cool eaſe and welcome Numbers have becalm'd 
His eager boſom, does the queen of health 
Her pleaſing care withold. His decent board 
She guards, preſiding; and the frugal powers 
With joy ſedate leads in : and while the brown 
Ennzan dame with Pan preſents her ſtores ; 
While changing ſtill, and comely in the change, 
Vertumnus and the Hours before him ſpread | 


The 
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The garden's banquet ; you to crown his feaſt, 
To crown his feaſt, O Naiads, you the fair 
Hygeia calls: and from your ſhelving ſeats, 
And groves of poplar, plenteous cups ye bring, 
To flake his veins: till ſoon a purer tide 
Flows down thoſe loaded channels; waſheth off 
The dregs of luxury, the lurking ſceds 
If erude diſeaſe; and thro' the abodes of life 
Sends vigour, ſends repoſe. Hail, Naiads ! hail ! 
Who give, to labour, health; to ſtooping age, 
The joys which youth had ſquander d. Oft your urns 
Will | igvoke; and, frequent in your praile, 
Abaſh the frantic Thyrſus with my ſong. 
For not eſtrange d from your benignant arts 
Is he, the God; to whole my ſterious ſhrine 
My youth was ſacred, and my votive cares 
Are due; the learned Pzon. Oſt when all 
His cordial treaſures he hath fearch'd in vain ; 
When herbs, and potent trees, and drops of balm 
Rich with the genial influence of the ſun, 
(To rouze dark Fancy from her plaintive dreams, 
To brace the nerveleſs arm, with food to win 
Sick appetite, or huſh the unquiet breaſt 
Which pines with filent paſſion) he in vain 
Hath prov'd ; to your deep manſions he deſcends, 
Your gates of humid rock, your dim arcades, 
He entereth ; where impurpled veins of ore 
Gleam on the roof ; where through the rigid mine 
Your trickling rills inſinuate. There the God 
From your indulgent hands the ſteaming bow] 
Wafts to his pale-ey'd ſuppliants ; watts the ſeeds 
Metallic, and the elemental ſalts [ſoon 
Waſh'd from the pregnant glebe, They drink : and 
Flies pain; flies inauſpicious care: and ſoon = 
The 
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The ſocial haunt or unfrequented thade 

Hears Io, Io Pæan; as of old, 

When Python fell. And, O propitions Nymphs, 

Oft as for hapleſs mortals I implore 

Your ſalutary ſprings, thro' every urn 

O thed ſelected atoms, and with all 

Your healing powers inform the recent wave, 
My lyre ſhall pay your bounty, Nor difdain 

That humble tribute. Though a mortal hand 

Excite the ſtrings of utterance, yet for themes 

Not unregarded of celeſtial powers, 

I frame their language; and the Muſes deign 

To guide the pious tenour of my lay. 

The Muſes (facred be their gifts divine) 

In early days did to my wondering ſenſe 

Their ſecrets oft reveal: oft my rais'd car 

In ſlumber felt their muſic : oft at. noon 

Or hour of ſunſet, by ſome lonely ſtream, 

In field or ſhady grove, they taught me words 

Of power from death and envy to preſerve 


The good man's name. Whence yet with grateful 
And offerings unprofan'd by ruder eye, { mind, 


My vows [ ſend, my homage, to the ſeats 

Of rocky Cirrha, where with you they dwel : 
Where you their chaſte companions they admit 
Thro' all the hallow'd ſcene : where oft intent, 
And leaning o'er Caſtalia's moſſy verge, 

They mark the cadence of your confluent urns, 
How tunefull yielding gratefulleſt repoſe 

To their conſorted meaſure : till again, 

With emulation all the ſounding choir, 

And bright Apollo, leader of the ſong, 

Their voices thro' the liquid air exalt, 

And ſweep their lofty-trings : thoſt awful ſtrings, 


That 
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Thad eharm the mind of Gods: that fl the courts. 

Of wide Olympus with oblivion ſweet 

Of evils, with-immortal reſt from-cares ; 

Aſſuage the terrours of- the throne of Jove ; 

And quench the formidable thunderbolt 

Of unrelenting fire, With ſlacken d wings, 

While now the ſolemn concert breathes around, 

Incumbent o'er the ſceptre of his lord 

Sleeps the ſtern eagle; by the number'd notes, 

Poſſeſs d; and ſatiate with the melting tone: 

Sovereign of birds. The furious God of war, 

His darts forgetting and the rapid wheels 

That bear him vengeful o'er the embattled plain, 

Relents, and ſooths his own fierce heart to eaſe, 

Unwonted eaſe. The fire of Gods and men, 

In that great moment of divine delight, 

Looks down on all that live; and whatſoe er 

He loves not, o'er the peopled earth and oer. 

The interminated ocean, be beholds 

Curs'd with abhorrence by his doom ſevere, 

And troubled at the ſound, Ye; Naiads, ye 

With raviſh'd ears the melody attend 

Worthy of ſacred filence, hut the ſlaves 

Of Bacchus with tempeſtuous clamours ſtrive” 

To drown the heavenly ſtrains; of higheſt Jove, 

Irreverent; and by mad preſumption fir'd, 

Their own diſcordant raptures to advance 

With hoſtile emulation, Down they ruſh 

From Nyſa's vine-impurpled cliff,- the dares 

Of Thrace, the Satyrs, and the unruly Fauns, 

With old Silenus, thro' the midnight gloom 

"Tofling the torch-impure,. and high in air 

The brandiſh'd Thyrſus, to the Phrygian pipe's 

Shrill voice, and to the claſhing cymbals, mix d 
With 
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With ſhrieks and fruntic uproar. May the Gods 
From every unpolluted ear avert 

Their orgies ! if within the feats of men, 

Within the ſeats of men, the walls, the gates 
Which Pallas rules, if haply there be found- 

Who loves to mingle with the revel-band, 

And hearken to their accents ; who afpires 

From ſuch inſtructors to inform his breaſt 

With verſe; let him, fit votariſt, implore- 

Their inſpiration. He perchance the gifts 

Of young Lyzus, and the dread exploits, 

May ſing in apteſt numbers: he the fate 

Of ſober Pentheus, he the Paphian rites, 

And naked Mars with Cytherza chain'd, 

And ſtrong Alcides in the ſpinſter's robe, 

May celebrate, applauded, | But with you, 

O Naiads, far from that unhallow'd roat, 

Muſt dwell the man whoe'er to praifed themes 
Invokes the immortal Muſe. The immortal Muſe ' 
To your calm habitations, to the cave 

Corycian or the Deiphic mount, will guide 

His footſteps; and with your unſullied ſtreams 
His lips will bathe': whether the eternal lore 

Of Themis, or the majeſty of Jove, 

To martals he reveal ; or teach his lyre 

The unenvied guerdon of the patriot's toils, - 

In thoſe unfading iſlands of the bleſt, 

Where ſacred'bards abide. Hail, honour'd Nytaphs | 
Thrice hail! for you the Cyrenaic ſhell, 
Behold, I touch, revering. To my ſongs * 
Be preſent ye with favourable feet, 

And all profaner audience far remove. 
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To the Right Honourable 


FRANCIS Earl of HUNTINGDON, 


"NM DCC XLV11L, 


By the Same. 


1 . 


* E wiie and great of every. elime, 
Through all the ſpacious walks of Time, 
Where'er the Muſe her power diſplay'd, 
With joy bave liſten'd. and obey'd, 
For, taught of heaven, the ſacred Nine 
Perſuaſive numbers, forms divine, 
To mortal ſenſe impart : | 
They beſt the ſoul with glory fire ; 
They nobleſt counſels, boldeſt deeds inſpire; 
And high o'er Fortune's rage inthrone the fixed heart. 


| hy 


[ Nor leſs prevailing is their charm 
The vengeful boſom to difarm ; 
To melt the proud with human woe, 
And prompt unwilling tears to flow. 
Can wealth a power like this afford ? 
Can Cromwell's arts, or Marlborough's ſword, 
An 
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An equal empire claim ? 
No, 'HasTixG6s. Thou rey words wilt own: 
Thy breaſt the gifts of every Muſe hath known; 
Nor ſhall the giver's love diſgrace thy noble name. 


I. 9 
The Muſe's awful art, 
And the fair function of the poet's tongue, 
Ne'er ſhalt thou bluſh to honour ; to aſſert 
From all that ſcorn'd vice or laviſh fear hath ſung. 
Nor ſhall the blandiſhment of Tuſcan ftrings 
Warbling at will in pleaſure's myrtle bower ; 
Nor ſhall the bafer notes to Celtic kings 
By lying minſtrels paid in evil hour, 
Move Thee to ſpurn the heavenly Muſe's reign, 
A different ſtrain, 
And other themes 
From her prophetic ſhades and hallow'd ſtreams 
(Thou well can'ſt witneſs) meet the purged ear: 
Such, as when Greece to her immortal (hell 
Rejoicing fiſten'd, godlike ſounds to hear; 
To hear the ſweet inſtructreſs tell 
(While men and heroes throng'd around) 
How life its nobleſt uſe may find, 
How 'beſt for freedom be reſign'd ; 
And how, by glory, Virtue ſhall be crown'd. 


. 


Such was the * Chian father's ſtrain 
To many a kind domeſtic train, 

Whoſe pious hearth and genial bowl 
Had cheer d the reverend pilgrims ſoul : 


* Homer; 


When, 
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When, every hoſpitable” rite 
With equal bounty to requite, 
He ſtruek his magic ſtrings ; 
And pour'd ſpontaneous numbers forth, 
And ſeiz'd their ears with tales of ancient worth, 
And fill'd their muſing hearts with vaſt heroic things, 


II. 2. 

Now oft, where happy ſpirits dwell, 

Where yet he tunes his charming ſhell, 

Oft near him, with applauding hands, 

The genius of his country ſtands, 

To liſt'niug gods he makes him known, 

That man divine, by whom were ſown 

The ſeeds of Grecian fame : 

Who firſt the race with freedom fir'd ; 

From whom Lycurgus Sparta's ſons inſpir'd;; 
From whom Platzan palms and Cyprian trophies came. 
\j 33H ? 
O nobleſt, happieſt age! 
When Ariſtides rul'd, and Cimon fought ; 
When all the generous fruits of Homer's page 
Exulting Pindar ſaw to full perfection brought. 

O Pindar, oft ſhalt thou be hail'd of me: 
Not that Apollo fed thee from his ſhrine ; 
Not that thy lips drank ſweetneſs from the bee ; 
Nor yet that, ſtudious of thy notes divine, 

Pandance'd their meafure with the ſylvan throng : 

But that thy ſong 
Was prond to unfold 

What thy baſe rulers trembled to behold ; 


Vor, II, I Amid 


en, 
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Amid. corrupted Thebes was proud to tell 
The deeds of Athens and the Perſian ſhame : 
Hence on thy head their impious vengeance fell. 
But thou, O faithful to thy fame, 
The Muſe's law did'ſt rightly know; 
That who would animate his lays, 
And other minds to virtue raiſe, 
Muſt feel his own with all her ſpirits glow, 


. 
Are there, approv'd of later times, 
W hoſe verſe adorn'd a * tyrant's crimes ? 
Who ſaw majeſtic Rome betray'd, 
And lent the imperial ruffian aid? 
Alas! not one polluted bard, 
No, not the ſtrains that Mincius heard, 
Or Tibur's hills reply'd, 
Dare to the Muſe's ear aſpire; 
Save that, inſtructed by the Grecian lyre, hide. 
With Freedom's ancient notes their ſhameſul talk they 


III. 2. 

Mark, how the dread Pantheon ſtands, 

Amid the domes of modern hands: 

Amid the ys of idle ſtate, 

How tmply, how ſeverely great! 

ad, while each weſtern clime 

rcicats her (ugeful ſons to Time, 

So matk thou ilton's name; 

Ard add, “ Thos vitfers from the throng 

The ſpirit which intorm'd thy awful ſong, 
* Which bade thy potent voice protect thy country's 
« fame,” 


* Oftatius Caſar, 
II. 3. His 
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III. 3. 
Yet hence barbaric zeal 
His memory with unholy rage purſues; 
While from theſe arduous cares of public weal 
She bids each bard begone, and reſt him with his Muſe, 
O fool! to think the man, whoſe ample mind 
Muſt grafp at all that yonder ſtars ſurvey ; 
Muſt join the nobleſt forms of every kind, 
The world's moſt perfect image to diſplay, 
Can e'er his country's majeſty behold, 
Unmov'd or cold 
O fool! to deem 

That He, whoſe thought mult viſit every theme, 
Whoſe heart muſt every ſtrong emotion know 
By nature pfanted, or by fortune taught; 
That He, if haply ſome preſumptuous foe, 

With falſe ignoble ſcience fraught, 

Shall ſpurn at freedom's faithful band; 

That He their dear defence will ſhun, 

Or hide their glories from the ſun, 
Or deal their vengeance with a woman's hand! 


BY. Fs 

I care not that in Arno's plain, 

Or on the ſportive banks of Seine, 

From public themes the Muſe's quire 

Content with poliſh'd eaſe retire, 

Where prieſts the ſtudious head command, 

Where tyrants bow the warlike hand 

To vile Ambition's aim, 

Say, What can public themes afford, 
Save venal honours to an hateſul lord, 
Reſerv'd for angry Heaven, and fcorn'd of honeſt ſame? 


I- 2 IV. 2. But 
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| IV. 2. 
But here, where freedom's equal throne 
To all her-valiant ſons is known ; 
Where all are conſcious of her cares, 
And each the power, that rules him, ſhares; 
Here let the bard, whoſe daſtard tongue 
Leaves public arguments unſung, 
Bid public praiſe farewell: 
Let him to fittes climes remove, 
Far from the hero's and the patriot's love, 
And lull myſterious monks to- ſlumber in their cell. 


AF 
O HasTixGs,.not to all 
Can ruling Heaven the ſame endowments lend i 
Yet ſtill doth nature to her offspring. call, 
That to one general weal their different powers they 

| bend, | 
Unenvious. Thus alone, though ſtrains divine 
Inform the boſom of the Muſe's ſon ; | 
Though with new honours the patrician's line 
Advance from age to age; yet thus alone 
They win the ſuffrage of impartial fame. 

The poet's name 
He beſt ſhall prove, 

Whoſe lays the ſoul with nobleſt paſſions move. 
But thee, O progeny of heroes old, 
Thee to ſeverer toils thy fate requires : 
The fate which form'd thee in a choſen mould, 

The grateful country of thy fires, 

Thee to ſublimer paths demand ; 

Sublimer than thy fires could trace, 

Or thy own EDWARD teach his race, 


Tho Gaul's proud genius ſank beneath his hand, 
V. 1. From 
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From rich domains and ſubject farms, 

They led the ruſlic youth to arms; 

And kings their ſtern achievements fear'd ; 

While private ſtrife their banners rear'd. - 
But loftier ſcenes to thee are ſhown, 
Where empire's wide-eſtabliſh'd throne 
No private maſter fills : - 

Where, long foretold, The People reigns : 

Where each a vaſſal's humble heart difdains ; ' 
And judgeth what he ſees; and, as he judgeth, wills, - 


V. 
Here be it thine to calm and guide 
The ſwelling democratic tide; 
To watch the ſtate's uncertain frame, 
And baffle faction's partial aim: 
But chiefly, with determin'd zeal, 
To quell that ſervile band, who kneel 
To freedom's baniſh'd foes; 
That monſter, which is daily found 
Expert and bold thy country's peace to wound; 
Yet dreads to handle arms, nor manly counſel knows. 


Ve i.e: 
Tis higheſt Heaven's command, 

That guilty aims ſhould ſordid paths purſue 

That what enſnares the heart ſhould curb the hand, 
And virtue's worthleſs foes be falſe to glory too. 

Bur look on freedom ! ſee thro' every age, 

What labours, . perils, griefs, hath ſhe difdain'd ! 

What arms, what regal pride, what prieſtly rage, 

Have her dread offspring conquer d or ſuſtain'd ! 

13 For 
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For Albion well have conquer'd, Let the ſtrains 
Of happy ſwains, 
| Which now reſound 
Where Scarſdale's cliffs the ſwelling paſtures bound, 
Rear witneſs : There, oft let the farmer hail 
The ſacred orchard which imbowers his gate, 
And ſhew to ſtrangers paſſing down the vale, 
Where Candiſh, Booth, and Oſborne ſate ; 
When burſting from their country's chain, 
Even in the midſt of deadly harms, 
Of papal ſnares and lawleſs arms, 
They plann'd for Freedom this her awful reign. 
VI. 1. 
This reign, 4beſe laws, this public care, 
Which Naſſau gave us all to ſhare, 
Had ne'er adorn'd the Engliſh name, 
Could Fear have ſilence'd Freedom's claim, 
But Fear in vain attempts to bind 
'T hoſe lofty efforts of the mind 
Which ſocial good inſpires; 
Where men, for this, aſſault a throne, 
Each adds the common welfare to his on; 
And each unconquer'd heart the ſtrength of all acquires, 


VI. 2. 


Say, was it thus, when late we view'd 
Our fields in civil blood imbrued ?, 
When fortune crown'd the barbarous hoſt, 
And half the aſtoniſh'd iſle was loſt ? * © 
Did one of all that vaunting train, 
Who dare affront a peaceful reign, 


Durk 
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Durſt one in arms appear? 
Durſt one in counſels pledge his life ? 
Stake his luxurious fortunes in the ftrife ? 
Or lend his boaſted name his vagrant friends to choer ? 
1 2458 
VI. 3. | 2 
Yet, Has rixos, theſe are they Tor 
Who challenge to themſelves thy country's love : 
The true ; the conſtant: who alone can weigh, 
What glory ſhould demand, or liberty approve ! 
But let their works declare them; Thy free powers, 
The generous powers of thy prevailing mind, . 
Not for the taſks of their confederate hours, 
Lewd brawls and lurking ſlander, were deſign'd. 
Be thou thy own approver. Honeſt praiſe 
Oft nobly ſways 
Ingenuous youth : 
But, ſought from cowards and the lying mouth, 
Praiſe is reproach. Eternal God alone 
For mortals fixeth that ſublime award. 
He, from the faithful records of his throne, 
Bids the hiſtorian and the bard 
Diſpoſe of honour and of ſcorn ; 
Diſcern the patriot from the ſlave ; 
And write the good, the wiſe, the brave, 
For leſſons to the multitude unborn. 


* 


INSCRIP- 
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INSCRIPTIONS 


By the ſame. 


I, 
For a GROTTO. 


O me, whom in their lays the ſhepherds call 
Actæa, daughter of the neighb'ring ſtream, 

'This cave belongs. The fig-tree and the vine, 
Which o'er the rocky entrance downward: ſhoot, - 
Were place'd by Glycon. He with cowſlips pale, 
Primroſe, and purple Lychnis, deck'd the green 
Before my threſhold, and my ſhelving walls 
With honeyſuckle cover'd. Here at noon, 
Lull'd by the murmur of my riſing fount, 
I lumber: here my cluſtering fruits I tend ;- 
Or from the humid- flowers; at break of day, 
Freſh garlands weave, and chace from all-my. bounds 
Each thing impure or noxious, Enter in, 
O ſtranger, undiſmay'd : nor bat nor toad 
Here lurks: and if thy breaſt-of blameleſs thougkts 
Approve thee, not unwelcome ſhalt thou tread 
My quiet manſion : chiefly, if thy name 
Wiſe Pallas and the immortal Muſes own. 


T? 


For 
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IT. 


For a Statue of CHAUCER at WoeDsSTOCKW 


UCH was old Chaucer. Such the placid micn 
Of him who firſt with harmony inform'd 

The language of our fathers. Here he dwelt 
For many a cheerful day : Theſe ancient walls 
Have often heard him, while his legends blithe 
He ſang ; of love, or knighthood, or the wiles 
Of homely life: through each eſtate and age, 
The faſhions and the follies of the world 
With cunning hand portraying, Tho' perchance 
From Blenbeim's towers, O ſtranger, thou art come 
Glowing with Churchill's trophies; yet in vain 
Doſt thou applaud them, if thy breaſt be cold 
To him, this other hero; who, in times 
Dark and untaught, began with charming verſe 
To tame the rudeneſs of- his uative land, 


OR FEI FTC TE FTE EFF EFE EF 
III. 


Wee er thou art whoſe path in ſummer lies 
Thro' yonder village, turn thee where the grove 
Of branching, oaks a rural palace old 
Imboſoms : there dwells Albert, generous lord 
Of all the harveſt round;; and onward thence 
A low plain chapel ſronts the morning light. 
Faſt by a filent riv'let, Humbly walk, 
O ſtranger, o'er the conſecrated ground ; 
And on that verdant killock, which thou ſee'ſt 
Beſet 
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Beſet with oſiers, let thy pious hand 

Sprinkle freſh water from the brook, and ſtrew 
Sweet · ſmelling flowers: for there doth Edmund reſt, 
The learned ſhepherd ; for each rural art 

Fam'd, and for ſongs harmonious, and the woes 

Of iil-requited love. The faithleſs pride 

Of fair Matilda ſauk him to the grave 

In manhood's prime. But ſoon did righteous Heaven 
With tears, with ſharp remorſe, and pining care, 
Avenge her falſehood : Nor could all the gold 

And nuptial pomp, which lure'd her plighted faith 
From Edmund to a loftier huſband's home, 

Relieve her breaking heart, or turn aſide 

The itrokes of death. Go, traveller; relate 

The mournful ſtory : haply ſome fair maid 

May hold it in remembrance, and be taught 

That riches cannot pay: for truth or love. 


CODODOCGSIOISDDE 


IV. 


Youths and virgins! O declining eld! 

O pale Misfortune's ſlaves! O ye who dwell 
Unknown with humble quiet; ye who wait 
In courts, or fill the golden ſeat of kings ! 
O ſons of ſport and pleaſure! O thou wretch! 
That weep'ſt for jealous love, or the ſore wounds 
Of conſcious guilt, or death's rapacions hand, 
Which left thee void of hope! O ye who roam 
In exile; ye who through the embattled field 
Seek bright renown ; or who ſor nobler palms 
Contend, the leaders of a public cauſe ; | 
Approach! beheld this marble. Know ye not” 
The features? Hath not oft his faithful tongue 

Told- 
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Told you the faſhion of your own eſtate, 

The ſecrets of your boſom ? Here then, round 

His monument with reverence while ye ſtand, 

Say to each other: This was Shakeſpear's form; 

„% Who walk'd in every path of human life, 

« Felt every paſſion; and to all mankind 

« Doth now, will ever that experience yield 
Which his own genius only could acquire.” 


CG X©KYD CYXESXEYD COYXE©RED 
ODE to the TIBER. 
WRITTEN ABROAD. 

By WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, Eſq; 


On entering the Camyanta of Rowe, at OTricoLn, 
S | mcc v. 


J. 
Hl ſacred ſtream, whoſe waters roll 
Immortal thro” the claſſie page! 
To these the Muſe-devoted foul, 
Tho' deſtin'd to a later age, 
And leſs indulgent clime, to thee, 
Nor thou diſdain, in runic lays 
Weak mimic of true harmony, 
His grateful homage pays, 
Far other ſtrains thine elder ear 
With pleas'd attention wont to hear, 
When he, who ſtrung the Latian lyre, 
And he who led th' Aonian quire 
From Mantua's reedy lakes with oſiers crown'd, 
Taught Echo from thy banks with tranſport to reſound. 


old- Thy 
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Thy banks ?—alas, is chis the boaſted ſcene, 
This dreary, wide, uncultivated plain, 
Where ſick' ning Nature wears a fainter green, 
And Deſolation ſpreads her torpid reign ? 
Is this the ſcene where Freedom breath'd, 
Her copious horn where Plenty wreath'd, 
And health at opening day 
Bade all her roſeate breezes fly, 
To wake the ſons of Induſtry, 
And make their fields more gay? 


II. 
Where is the villa's rural pride, 
The ſwelling domes imperial gleam, 
Which lov'd to grace thy verdant ſide, 
And tremble in thy golden ſtream ? 
Where are the bold, the buſhy throng, 
That ruſh'd impatient to the war, 
Or tun'd to peace triumphal ſongs, 
And hail'd the paffing car? 
Along the ſolitary * road, 
Th' eternal flint by Conſuls trod, 
We muſe, and mark the fad decays 
Of mighty works, and mighty days ! * 


For theſe vile waſtes, we cry, had Fate decreed 


That Veii's ſons ſhould ſtrive, for theſe Camillus bleed ? 


Did here, in aſter- times of Roman pride, 
The mufing ſhepherd from Soracte's height 
See towns extend where'er thy waters glide, 
And temples riſe, and peopled farms unite ? 
They did. For this deſerted plain 
The Hero ſtrove, nor ſtrove in vain ; 


* The Flaminias way, 


And 
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And here the ſhepherd ſaw 
Unnumber'd towns and temples ſpread, 
While Rome majeſtic rear d her head, 

And gave the nations law. | 

III. 
Yes, thou and Latium once were great. 
And till, ye firſt of human things, 
Beyond the graſp of time or fate 
Her fame and thine triumphant ſprings. 
What tho' the mould'ring columns fall, 
And ſtrow the deſert ok beneath, 
Tho' ivy round cach nodding wall 
Entwine its fatal wreath, 
Yet ſay, can Rhine or Danube boaſt 
I be numerous glories thou halt loſt? 
Can ev'n Euphrates palmy ſhore, 
Or Nile, with all his mytbe lore, 
Produce from old records of genuine fame 
Such heroes, poets, kings, or emulate thy name? 
Ev'n now the Muſe, the conſcious Muſe is here; 
From every ruin's formidable ſhade 
Eternal Muſic breathes on Fancy's ear, 
And wakes to more than form th' illuſtrious dead. 
Thy Cæſars, Scipios, Catos riſe, 
The great, the virtuous, and the wiſc, 
In folemn fate advance! 
They fix the philoſophic eye, 
Or trail the robe, or lift on high 
The light ning of the lance. - 
IV. 
But chief that humbler happier train 
Who knew thoſe virtues to reward 
Leyond the reach of chance or pain 
Secure, th' hiſtorian and the bard. 
Vol. II. K By 
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By them the hero's generous rage 
Still warm in youth immortal lives; 
And in their adamantine page a 
Thy glory ſtill ſurvives. 
Thro' deep ſavannahs wild and vaſt, 
Vnheard, unknown, thro' ages paſt, 
Beneath the ſun's directer beams 
| What copious torrents pour their ſtreams ! 
No fame have they, no fond pretence to mourn, 
No annals ſwell their pride, or grace their ſtoried urn, 
Whilſt Thou, with Rome's exalted genius join'd, 
Her ſpear yet lifted, and her-corſlet brace'd, 
Can't tell the waves, can'ſt tell the paſſing wind | 
Thy wond'rous tale, and cheer the liſt ning waſte, 
Tho from his caves th' unfeeling North 
Pour' d all his legion'd tempeſts forth, 


Yet ſtill thy laurels bloom : 
One deathleſs glory ſtill remains, 
Thy ſtream has roll'd thro' Lat1ay plains, 
Has waſh'd the walls of Rome, J 
\ 
| 1 
2 . 
1 
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By the Same. 
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Written at the Convent of Hur VIILII ERS 
in CHAMPAGNE, 1754, 


S and clear, thro' yonder peaceful vale, 
While Marne's flow waters weave their mazy way, 
See, to th' exulting ſun, and ſoſt'ring gale, 

What boundleſs treaſures his rich banks difplay ! 


Faſt by the ſtream, and at the mountain's baſe, 
The lowing herds thro living paſtures rove ; 

Wide waving harveſts crown the riſing ſpace ; 
And till ſuperiour nods the viny grove. 


High on the top, as guardian of the ſcene, 
Imperial Sylvan ſpreads his umbrage wide; 
Nor wants there many a cot, and ſpire between, 

Or in the vale, or on the mountain's fide, 


To mark that Man, as tenant of the whole, 
Claims the juſt tribute of his culturing care, 
Tet pays to Heaven, in gratitude of ſoul, 
The boon which Heaven accepts, of praiſe and prayer, 


R 2 O dire 
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O dire effe&s of war! the time has been 
When Deſolation vaunted here her reipn ; 

One ravage'd deſert was yon beauteous ſcene, 
And Marne ran purple to the frighted Seine. 


Oſt at his work the t6ilſome day to cheat, 
The ſwain ill talks of thoſe diſaſtrous times 
When Guiſe's pride, and Conde's ill-ſtar'd heat 
Taught Chriltian zeal to authorize their crunes : 


Ci to his children ſportive on the graſs 
Does dreadful tales of worn Tradition tell ; 
Oft points to Epernay's ill-fated paſs, 
Where Force thrice triumph'd, and where Biron fell. 


O dire eſſeds of war !—may ever more 

Thro' this ſweet. vale the voice of Diſcord cende | 
A Britiſh bard to Gallia's fertile ſhore 

Can with the bleſſings of eternal peace. 


Yet ſay, ye monks, (beneath whoſe moſs-grown ſeat, 
Within whoſe cloiſter'd cells th' indebted Muſe 

A while ſojourns, for meditation meet, 
And theſe looſe thoughts in penſive ſtrain purſues,) 


Avails it aught, that War's rude tumults ſpare 
Yon cluſter'd vineyard, or yon golden field, 

If niggards to yourſelves, and fond of care, 

You ſlight the joys their copious treaſures yield? 


Avails it aught that Nature's liberal hand, 
With every bleſſing grateful man can know, 
Cloaths the rich boſom of yon ſmiling land, 
The mountain's ſloping fide, or pendent brow : 


It 
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If meagre Famine paint your pallid cheek, 
If breaks the midnight bell your hours of reſt, 
If 'midſt heart-chilling damps, and winter bleak, 
You ſhun the cheerful bowl, and moderate feaſt ! 


Look forth, and be convince'd ! tis Nature pleads, - 
Her ample volume opens on your view, 

The ſimple-minded ſwain, who running reads, 
Feels the glad truth, and is it hid from you? 


Look forth, and be convinced. Von proſpects wide 
To Reaſon's ear how forcibly they ſpeak, 

Compar'd with thoſe how dull is letter'd Pride, 
And Auſtin's babbling Eloquence how weak! 


Temp'rance, not Abſtinence, in every bliſs 

Is Man's true joy, and therefore Heaven's command 
The wretch who riots thanks his God amiſs : 

Who ſtarves, rejects the bounties of his hand. 


Mark, while the Marne in yon full channel - glides, 
How ſmooth his courſe, how Nature ſmiles around ! 
Bat ſhould impetuous torrents ſwell his tides, 
The fairy landſcape ſinks in oceans drown'd. 


Nor leſs diſaſtrous, ſhould his thrifty urn 
Neglected leave the once well-water'd land, 

To dreary waſtes yon paradiſe would turn, 
Polluted ooze, or heaps of barren ſand. 
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On * the Mavsotteum of AUGUSTUS, 


TO THEE EFICHT HONOURABLE 
GEORGE PUSSY VILLIERS, Viſcount VitLiexs. 


Written at Roms, 1756. 


„ cheſe mouldring walls, this marble round, 
Where ſlept the heroes of the Julian name, 
Say, ſhall we linger ſtill in thought profound, 
And meditate the mournful paths to ſame? 


What tho' no cypreſs-ſhades, in funeral rows, 
No ſculptur'd urns, the laſt records of Fate, 
O'er the ſhrunk terrace wave their baleful boughs, 
Or breathe in ſtoried emblems of the great ? 


Yet not with heedleſs eye will we ſurvey 

The ſcene tho' change'd, nor negligently tread; 
Theſe variegated walks, however gay, 

Were ones the ſilent manſions of the dead. 


In every ſhrub, in every floweret's bloom 

That paints with different hues yon ſmiling plain, 
Some Hero's aſhes iſſue from the tomb, 

And live a vegetative life again. 


* It is now a garden belonging ts Marcheſe di Corre. 
For 
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For matter dies not, as the Sages ſay, 
But ſhifts to orher forms the pliant maſs, 
When the free ſpirit quits its cumb'rous clay, 
And ſees, bencath, the rolling Flanets pals, 


Perhaps, my Villiers, ſor 1 ſing to thee, 
Perhaps, unknowing of the bloom it gives, 
In yon fair ſcyon of Apollo's tree 
The ſacred duſt of young Marcellus lives, 


Pluck not the leaf——'twere ſacrilege to wound 
Th' ideal memory of ſo ſwezt a thade ; 

In theſe ſad ſeats an early grave he found, 
And * the firſt rites to gloomy Dis convey'd, 


Witneſs + thou Field of Mars, that oft hadſt known 
His youthful triumphs in the mimic war, 

Thou heard'it the hearc-felt univerſal groan 
W hen o'er thy boſom roll'd the funeral car, 


Witneſs + thou Tuſcan ſtream, where oft he glow'd 
In ſportive ſtruglings with th' oppoſing wave, 

Faſt by the recent tomb thy waters flowd 
While wept the wiſe, the virtuous, and the brave. 


O loſt too ſoon ! — yet why lament a fate 

By thouſands envied, and by Heaven approv'd. 
Rare is the boon to thoſe of longer date 

To live, to die, admir'd, eſteem'd, belov'd. 


e is ſaid to be the firſt perſon buried in this monument. 


+ Duantos ille virum magnum mavartis ad urbem 
Campus aget gemitus ! 

} — = Vel que, Tyberine, videbis 
Funera, cum tumulum præterlabere recentem. Vis. 


Weak 
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Weak are our judgements, and our paſſions warm, 
And flowly dawns the radiant morn of truth, 
Our expectations haſtily we form, 
And much we pardon to ingenuous youth. 


Too oft we ſatiate on th' applauſe we pay 
To riſing Merit, and reſume the Crown ; 


Full.many a blooming genius, ſnatch'd away, 
Has fallen lamented; who had liv'd unknown. 


For hard the taſk, O Villiers ! to ſuſtain 
Th' important burthen of an early fame; 
Each added day ſome added worth to gain, 
Prevent each wiſh, and anſwer every claim, 


Be thou Marcellus, with a length of days 
But O remember, whatſoe'er thou art, 

The molt exalted breath of human praiſe 
To pleaſe indeed muſt echo from the heart. 


Tho? thou be brave, be virtuous, and be wiſe, 
By all, like him, admir'd, eſteem'd, beloy'd ; 
Tis from within alone true Fame can riſe, 


The only happy is the Self-approv'd. -. 


* 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


GEORGE SIMON HARCOURT, Viſcount Newwx- 


HAM, 
Written at Roms, 1756. 


ES, noble Youth, 'tis true; the ſofter arts, 
The ſweetly-ſounding ſtring, and pencil's power, 
Have warm'd to rapture even heroic hearts, 
And taught the rude to wonder, and adore. 


For Beauty charms us, whether ſhe appears 

In blended colours; or to ſoothing ſound 
Attunes her voice; or fair proportion wears 

In yonder ſwelling dome's harmonious round, 


All, all ſhe charms ; but not alike to all 

'Tis given to revel in her bliſsful bower ; 
Coercive ties, and Reaſon's powerful call 

Bid ſome but taſte the ſweets, which ſome devour. 


When Nature govern'd, and when Man was young, 
Perhaps at will th' untutor'd Savage rove d, 

Where waters murmur'd, and where cluſters hun 
He fed, and ſlept beneath the ſhade he lov'd, 


Put ſince the Sage's more ſagacious mind, 
By Heaven's permiſſion, or by Heaven's command, 
To poliſh'd Rates has ſocial Jaws aflign'd, . 
And general gocd on partial duties plann'd. 
Not 
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Not for ourſelves our vagrant ſteps we bend 

As heedleſs Chance, or wanton Choice ordain; 
On various ſtations various taſks attend, 
And Men are born to trifle or to reign. 


As chaunts the woodman, whilſt the Dryads weep, 
And falling foreſts fear th' uplifted blow, 

As chaunts the ſhepherd, whilſt he tends his ſheep, 
Or weaves to pliant forms the ofier bough. 


To me 'tis given, whom Fortune loves to lead 
Thro' humbler toils to life's ſequeſter'd bowers, 
To me tis given to wake th' amuſive reed, 
And ſooth with ſong the ſolitary hours, 


But thee ſuperiour ſoberer toils demand, 
Severer paths are thine of patriot fame; 

Thy birth, thy friends, thy king, thy native land, 
Have given thee honours, and have each their claim. 


Then nerve with fortitude thy feeling breaſt, 
Each wiſh to combat, and each pain to bear; 

Spurn with diſdain th' inglorious love of reſt, 
Nor let the ſyren Eaſe. approach thine ear. 


Beneath yon cypreſs ſhade's eternal green, 
See proſtrate Rome her wond'rous ſtory tell; 
Mark how ſhe roſe the world's Imperial queen, 
And tremble at the proſpect how ſhe fell! 


Not that my rigid precepts would require. 

A painful ſtruggling with each adverſe gale, 
Forbid thee liſten to th' enchanting Lyre, 

Or turn thy Reps from Fancy's flowery vale, 


Whate'er 
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Whate'er of Greece in ſculptur'd braſs ſurvives, 
Whare'er of Rome in mould'ring arcs remains, 
Whate er of Genius on the canvaſs lives, 
Or flows in poliſh'd verſe, or airy ſtrains, 


Be theſe thy leifure ; to the choſen few, 
Who dare excel, thy foſt'ring aid afford; 


Their arts, their magic powers, with honours due 
Exalt; but be thyſelf what they record. 


CCC 
Kr 


To an OFFICER. 
Written at Rome, 1756. 


Fon Latian fields, the manſions of Renown, 
Where fix'd the Warriour God his fated ſeat; 
Where infant heroes learnt the martial frown, 
And little hearts for genuine glory beat; 


What for my friend, my ſoldier ſhall Iframe? 
What nobly-glowing verſe that breathes of arms, 
To point his radiant path to deathleſs fame, 
By great examples, and terrific charms ? 


Quirinus firſt, with bold collected bands, 
The ſinewy ſons of ſtrength, for empire ſtrove; 
Beneath his thunder bow'd th' aſtoniſh'd lands, 


Ard temples roſe to Mars, and to Feretrian Jove, 15 
War 
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War taught contempt of death, contempt of pain, 
And hence the Fabii, hence the Decu come : 

War urge'd the ſlaughter, tho' the wept the lain, 
Stern War, the rugged nurſe of virtuous Rome. 


But not from antique fables will I draw, 
To fire thy feeling ſoul, a dubious aid, 

T ho' now, ev'n now, they ſtrike with rev'rent awe, 
By poets or hiſtorians ſacred made. 


Nor yet to thee the babling Muſe ſhall tell 
What mighty Kings with all their legions wrought, 
What cities ſunk, and Roried nations fell 

When Cæſar, Titus, or when Trajan fought. 


From private worth, and Fortune's private ways, 
Whilſt o'er yon hill th' exalted * Trophy ſhows 

To what vaſt heights of incorrupted praiſe 
The great, the ſelt-ennobled Marius role, 


From ſteep Arpinum's rock inveſted ſhade, } 
From hardy Virtue's emulative ſchool 
His daring flight th' expanding Genius made, þ 
And by obeying nobly learnt to rule, 
Abaſh'd, confounded, ſtern Iberia groan'd, 
And Afric trembled to her utmolt coaſts ; 0 
When the proud land its deſtin'd Conqueror own'd | 
In the new Conſul, and his veteran hoſts. * 
Yet Chicfs are madmen, and Ambition weak, : 
And mean the joys the laurel'd harveſts yield, W 
If Virtue fail. Let Fame, let Envy ſpeak = 


Of Capfa's walls, and Sextia's watry field. 


* The trophies ¶ Marius, now erected b:fore the Capitol. 
| But 


l. 
But 


Why breathes on high no monumental braſs, 
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But ſink ſor ever, in oblivion caſt, ! 
Diſhoneſt triumphs, and ignoble ſpoils. ; 

Minturnz's Marſh ſeverely paid at laſt | 
The guilty glories gain'd in civil broils, 


Nor yet bis vain contempt the Muſe ſhall praiſe 
For ſcenes of poliſli'd life, and letter'd worth; 

The ſteel rib'd Warriour wants not Envy's ways 
To darken theirs, or call his merits forth. 


Witneſs yon Cimbrian trophies ! Marius, there 
Thy ample pinion found a ſpace to fly 

As the plum'd eagle foaring fails in air, 
In upper air, and ſcorns a middle ſky. 


Thence too thy Country claim'd thee for her own, 
And bade the Sculptor's toil thy acts adorn, 
To teach in characters of living ſtone 


Eternal leſſons to the youth unborn, 


For wiſely Rome her warlike Sons rewards 
With the ſweet labours of her Artiſt's hands; 

He wakes her Graces, who her empire guards, 
And both Minervas join in willing bands, 


O why, Britannia, why untrophied paſs 
The patriot deeds thy godlike Sons diſplay, 


Why ſwells no arc to grace Culloden's day? 


Wait we till faithleſs France ſubmiſſive bow 
Bengath that hero's delegated ſpear, 

Whoſe lightning ſmote Rebellion's hanghty brow, 
And ſcatter'd her vile rout with horrour in the rear? 


Vor. II. L O Land 
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O Land of Freedom, Land of Arts, aſſume 
That graceful dignity thy merits claim; 
Exalt thy heroes like imperial Rome, 
And build their virtues on their love of fame. 


So ſhall the modeſt worth, which checks my friend, 
Forget its bluſh when rous'd by Glory's charms ; 

From breaſt to breaſt the generous warmth deſcend, 
And ſtill new trophies riſe, at once, to Arts, and Arms, 


SICDD SE ISSESSISSS<S $$$ 


To a Lap on a Landſcape of her Drawing. 


By Mr. PARRAT. 


Ehold the magic of Thereſa's hand! 

A new creation blooms at her command, 
Touch'd into life the vivid colours glow, 
Catch the warm ſtream, and quicken as they flow, 


The raviſh'd ſight the pleaſing landſcape fills, 


B 


| 
Here fink the vales, and there ariſe the hills. | 
Not with more horrour nods bleak Calpe's height, 1 
Than here the piQur'd rock aſtounds the fight. ] 
Not Thames more devious winding leaves kis ſource, F 
Than here the wand'ring rivers ſhape their courſe, \ 


Obliquely lab'ring runs the gurgling rill ; 
Still murm'ring runs, or ſeems to murmur till, 
An aged oak, with hoary moſs o'erſpread, 
Here lifts aloft its venerable head ; 
There overſhadowing hangs a ſacred wood, 
And nods inverted in the neighb'ring flood, 
Each tree as in its native foreſt ſhoots, | 
And bluſhing bends with Autumn's golden fruits. 

Thy 


by 
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Thy pencil lends the roſe a lovelier hue, 

And gives the lily fairer to our view, 

Here ſruits and flowers adorn the varied year, 
And paradiſe with all its ſweets is here, 

There ſtooping to its fall a tower appears, 
With tempeſts ſhaken, and a weight of years, 
The daified meadow, and the woodland green, 
In order riſe, and fill the various ſcene. 

Some parts, in light magnificently dreſs'd, 
Obtrulive enter, aud ſtand all confeſs'd. 
Whilſt others decently in ſhades are thrown, 
And by concealing make their beauties known. 
Alternate thus, and mutual is their aid, | 
The lights owe half their luſtre to the ſhade. J 

So the bright fires that light the milky way, 4 
Lolt and extinguiſh'd in the ſolar ray; 

In the ſun's abſence pour a flood of light, 
And borrow all their brightneſs from the night. 

To cheat our eyes how well doſt thou coutrive ; 
Each object here ſeems real and alive. . 
Not more reſembling life the figures ſtand, 
Form'd by Lyſippus, or by Phidias' hand. 

Unnumber'd beauties in the piece unite; 

Ruſh on the eye, and crowd upon the ſight, 

At once our wonder and delight you raiſe, 

We view with pleaſure, and with rapture praiſe, 


EEXECR KERR EEIAARRAOEICR 
To the Honourable and Reverend F, C, 
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1* frolic's hour, ere ſerious Thought had birth, 
There was a time, my dear C-— s, when 
The Muſe wou'd take me on her airy wing, 
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And waft to views romantic ; there preſent 

Some motley viſion, ſhade and ſun : the cliff 

O'erhanging, ſparkling brooks, and ruins grey ; 

Bade me meanders trace, and catch the form 

Of varying clouds, and rainbows learn to paint, 
Sometimes Ambition, bruſhing by, wou'd twitch 

My mantle, and with winning look ſublime 

Allure to follow. What tho' Reep the track, 

Her mountain's top wou'd overpay when climb'd 

'The ſcaler's toil ; her temple there was fine, 

And lovely thence the proſpets. She cou'd tell 

Where laurel's grew, whence many a wreath antique ; 

But more advis'd to ſhun the barren twig, 

(What is immortal verdure without fruit?) 

And woo ſome thriving art: her num'rous mines 

Were open to the ſearcher's {kill and pains, 

Caught byth' harangue, heart beat, and flutt'ring pulſe 
Sounded irregular marches tg be gone 
What, pauſe a moment when Ambition calls? 

No, the blood gallops to the diſtant goal, 
And throbs to reach it. Let the lame fit ſtill, 
When Fortune gentle, at the hill's verge extreme, 
Array'd in decent garb, but ſomewhat thin, 
Smiling approach'd, and what occaſion afk'd, 
Of climbing ? She already provident 
Had cater'd well, if ſtomach cou'd digeſt 
Her viands, and a palate not too nice, 
Unfit, ſhe ſaid, for perilous attempt, 
That manly limb requir'd, and ſinews tough. 
She took, and lay'd me in a vale remote, 
Amid the gloomy ſcene of fir and yew, 
On poppy beds, where Morpheus ſtrew'd the ground: 
Obſcurity her curtain round me drew, 
And ſyren Sloth a dull quietus ſung. 


Sithence 


ce 
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Sithence no fairy lights, no quick'ning ray, 
Nor ſtir of pulſe, nor objects to entice 
Abroad the ſpirits ; but the cloyſter d heart 
Sits ſquat at home, like pagod in a mitch 
Obſcure, or grandees with nod-watching eye, 
And folded arms, in preſence of the throne, 
Turk, or Indoſtan.— Cities, forums, courts, 
And prating ſanhedrims, and drumming wars, 
Aﬀe& no more than ſtories told to bed 
Lethargic, which at intervals the ſick 
Hears and forgets, and wakes to dotze again, 
Inſtead of converſe and variety, 


The ſame trite round, the ſame till lent ſcene: 


Such are thy comſorts, bleſſed Solitude! 
But Innocence is there, but Peace all kind, 
And ſimple Quiet with her downy couch, 
Meads lowing, tune of birds, and lapſe ot- ſtreams, 
And faunter, wnl a book, and warbling Muſe, 
In praiſe of hawthorns, —Life's whole buſineſs this 
Is it to baſk i th' ſun? if fo, a ſnail 
Were happy crawling on a ſouthern wall, 
Why fits Content upon a cottage-fill 
At eventide, and bleſſech the coarſe meal 
In ſooty corner? why ſweet ſlumbers wait 
Th' hard pallet? not becauſe ſrom haunt remote 
Sequeſter'd in a dingle's buſhy lap: 
Tis labour makes the peaſant's fav'ry fare, 
And works out his repoſe : for eaſe muſt aſk 
The leave of diligence to be enjoy'd. 
Oh ! liſten not to that enchantreſs Eaſe 
With ſeeming ſmile, her palatable cup 
By ſtanding grows infipid ; and beware 
The bottom, for there's poiſon in the lees, 
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What health impair'd, and crowds inactive maim'd ? 
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What daily martyrs to her ſluggiſh cauſe! 
Leſs ſtrict devoir the Ruſs and Perſian claim 
Deſpotic; and as ſubjects long inur'd 
To ſervile burden, grow ſupine and tame, 
So ſares it with our ſov'reign and her train. 
What tho' with lure fallacious ſhe pretend 
From worldly bondage to ſet free, what gain 
Her votaries? What avails from iron chains 
Exempt, if roſy fetters bind as faſt. 
Beſtir, and anſwer your creation's end, 
Think we that man with vig'rous power endow'd, 
And room to ſtretch, was deſtin'd to fit till ? 
Sluggards are Nature's rebels, ſlight her laws, 
Nor live up to the terms on which they hold 
Their vital leaſe. Laborious terms and hard, 
2ut ſuch the tenure of our earthly ſtate ! 
Riches and fame are Induſtry's reward ; 
The nimble runner courſes Fortune down, 
And then he banqnets, for ſhe feeds the bold. 
Think what you owe your country, what yourſelf. 
If ſplendour charm not, yet avoid the ſcorn 
That treads on lowly ſtations. Think of ſome 
Aſſiduous booby mounting o'er your head, 
And thence with ſaucy grandeur looking down : 
Think of (Reflection's lab!) the pitying friend 
With ſhonlder ſhrugg'd, and ſorry. Think that Time 
Has golden minutes, if diſcreetly ſeiz'd : 
And it ſome ſad example, indolent, 


To warn and ſcare be wanting——think of me. 


To 
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£' 6SSSSSSSSESS888885858s 
To the Reverend IT T——, D. D. 


2 power, and weak allies, and war, and 
want 
No more of that, my ſriend; you touch a ſtring 
That hurts my ear. All politics apart, 
Except a gen'rous wiſh, a glowing prayer 
For Britiſh welfare, commerce, glory, peace. 
Give party to the winds: it is a word, 
A phantom ſound, by which the cunning great 
Whittle to their dependents: a decoy 
To gull th' unwary, where the maſter ſtands 
Encouraging his minions, his train'd birds, 
Fed and careſs'd their ſpecies to betray. 
See with what hollow blandiſhment and art 
They led the winged captive to the ſnare : 
Fools ! that in open æther might have ſoar'd, 
Free as the air they cut; ſip'd pureſt rills, 
Din'd with the Thames, or bath'd in cryſtal lakes. 
We wear no badges, no dependence own : 
Who truely loves thee, deareſt Liberty, 
A ſilken fetter will uneaſy fit, 
Heaven knows it is not Inſolence that ſpeaks ! 
The tribute of reſpect to greatneſs due 
Not the brib'd ſycophant more willing pays. 
Still, ſtill as much of party be fetain'd, 
As principle requires, and ſenſe directs: 
Elſe our vain bark, without a rudder, floats 
The ſcorn and paſtime of each vgering gale. 
This gentle ev'ning let the ſun deſcend 
Untroubled, while it paints your ambient hills 
With faded luſtre, and a ſweet farewell. 
Here 
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Here is our ſeat : that caſtle oppoſite, 

Proud of it's woody brow, adorns the ſcene. 
Dictate, O vers'd in books, and juſt of taſte, 
Dictate the pleaſing theme of our diſcourſe. 

Shall we trace Science from her Eaſtern home 
Chaldzan ; or the banks of Nile, where Thebes, 
Nurſing her daughter arts, majeſtic ſtood, 

And pour'd forth knowledge from an hundred gates ? 
There firſt the marble learn'd to mimic life, 

The pillar'd temple roſe, and pyramids, 

Whole undecaying grandeur laughs at Time; 
Birth-place of letters, where the ſun was ſhewn 
His radiant way, and heavens were taught to roll, 
There too the Muſes tun'd their earlieſt lyre 
Warbling ſoft numbers to Serapis' ear; 

'Till chace'd by tyrants, or a milder clime 
Inviting, they remov'd with pilgrim harps, 

And all their band of harmony to Greece. 

As when a flock of linnets, if perchance 
Deliver'd from the falcon's talon, fly 

With trembling wing to cover, and renew 

Their notes; tell every buſh of their eſcape, 

And thrill their merry thanks to Liberty, 

The tuneful tribe, pleas'd with their new abode, 
Poliſh'd the rude inhabitants, whence tales 

Of liſt'ning woods, and rocks that dance d to ſound. 
Hear the full chorus lifting hymns to Jove ! 

Linus and Orpheus catch the ſtrain, and all 

The raptur'd audience utter loud applauſe, 

A ſong, believe me, was no trifle then : 
Weighty the Muſe's taſk, and wide her ſway : 
Her's was religion, the reſounding fanes 
Echoed her language ; polity was her's 
And the world bow'd to legiſlative verſe, 
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As ſtates increas'd, and governments were form'd, 
Her aid leſs ufetul, ſhe retir'd to grots 
And ſhady bowers, content to teach and pleaſe, 
Under laurel frequent bards repos'd ; 
Voluble Pindar troll'd his rapid ſong, 
Or Sappho breath'd her ſpirited complaint: 
Here the ſtage buſkin, there the lyric choir, 
And Homer's epic trumpet. Happy Creece, 
Bleſs'd in her offspring! Seat of eloquence, 
Ot arts and reaſon ; patriot-virtue's ſeat ! 
Did the ſun thither dart uncommon rays ? 
Did ſome preſiding genius hover o'er 
That animated ſoil with brooding wings: I 
The ſad reverſe might ſtart a gentle tear 
Go, ſearch in Athens for herſelf, enquire 
Where are her orators, her ſages now : 
Her arſenal overturn'd, her walls in duſt, 
But far leſs ruin'd than her ſoul decay'd. 
The ftone infcrib'd to Socrates, debas'd 
To prop a reeling cott: Minerva's ſhrine 
Poſſeſs'd by thoſe who never heard her name. 
Upcn the mount where old Muſzus ſung, 
Sits the grim turban'd captain, and exacts 
Harth tribute; on the ſpot where Plato taught 
His heavenly ſtrains ſublime, a ſtupid Turk 
Is preaching ignorance and Mahomet, 
Turn next to Rome: is that the clime, the place, 
Where once, as Fame reports, Auguſtus liv'd ? 
What magic has transſorm'd her, ſhruuk her nerves? 
A wither'd laurel, and a mould'ring arch! —— 
Cou'd the pure crimlon tide, the. nobleſt blood 
That ever flow'd, to ſuch a puddle turn ? 
She ends, like her long Appian, in a marſh ; 
Or Jordan's river pouring his clear urn 
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Into the black Aſphaltus' ſlimy lap. 
Patrons of wit, and victors of mankind, 
Bards, warriours, worthies (revolution ſtrange ) 
Are pimps and fidlers, mountebanks and monks. 
In Tully's bechive, magazine of ſweets, 
The lazy drones are buzzing or aſleep. 
But we forgive the living for the dead ; 
Indebted more to Rome than we can pay. 
Of a long dearth prophetic, the lay'd in 
A feaſt for ages, — O thou banquet nice, 
Where the ſoul riots wich ſecure exceſs ! 
What felt delight! what pleaſing uſeful hours 
Repeated owe we to her letter'd ſons ! 
We by their favour Tiber's walks enjoy, 
Their temples trace, and ſhare their noble games; 
Eater the crowded theatre at will, 
Go to the forum, hear the conſul plead, 
Are preſent in the thund'ring capitol 
When Tully ſpeaks ; at ſofter hours attend 
Harmonious Virgil to his Mantuan farm, 
Or Baian, and with happy Horace talk 
In myrtle groves by Teverane's caſcade, 
Hail, precious pages! that amuſe and teach, 
Exalt the genius, and improve the breaſt. 
Ye ſage hiſtorians all your ſtores unfold, | 
Reach your clear ſteady mirrour — in that glaſs 
The forms of good and ill are well-portray'd. 
But chiefly thou, divine Philoſophy, 
Shed thy bleſs'd influence; with thy train appear 
Of graces mild, far be the Stoic boaſt, 
The Cynic's ſnarl, and churliſh pedantry. 
Bright viſitant, if not too high my wiſh, 
Come in the lovely dreſs you wore, a gueſt 
At Plato's table, or at Tuſculum, 
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The Roman feaſting his ſelected friends. 

Tamer of pride ! at thy ſerene rebuke 

See crouching infolence, ſpleen and revenge 
Before thy ſhining taper diſappear. 

Tutor of human life, auſpicious guide, 

Whoſe faithful clue unravels every Muſe, 
Whoſe conduct ſmooths the rougheſt paths; whoſe voice 
Controuls each ſtorm, and bids the roar be ftill: 
O condeſcend to gild my darkſome roof : 

Let me know thee — the Delphic oracle 

Is then obey'd—and I ſhall know myſelf, 
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To a LADY very handſome, but too fond 
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P why ſo fantaſtic and vain ! 
What charms can the toilet ſupply ? 
Why ſo ſtudious, admirers to gain? 
Need beauty lay traps for the eye ? 
Becauſe that thy breaſt is ſo fair, 
Muſt thy tucker be ſtill ſetting right? 
And canſt thou not laughing forbear, 
Becauſe that thy teeth are ſo white? 


Shall ſovereign beauty deſcend 
To act fo ignoble a part, 

Whole hours at the looking-glaſs ſpend, 
A ſlave to the dictates of art? 

And cannot thy heart be at reſt 
Unleſs thou excelleſt each fair 

In trinkets and trumpery dreſs'd ? 


Is not that a ſuperfluous care ? 
Vain 
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Vain, idle attempt ! to pretend 
The lily with witeneſs to deck! 

Does the rich ſolitaire recommend 
The delicate turn of the neck ? 

The gloſſy bright hue of thy hair 
Can powder or jewels adorn ? 


Can prefumes or vermilions compare 
With the breath or the bluſh of the morn ? 


When, embarraſs'd with baubles and toys, 
Thou'rt ſet out ſo enormouſly fine, | 
Over-doing thy purpoſe deſtroys, 
And to pleaſe thou haſt too much deſign : 
Little know'ſt thou, how beauty beguiles ; * 
How alluring the innocent eye; 
What ſweetneſs in natural ſmiles, 
And what charms in ſimplicity lye. 


Thee Nature with beauty has clad, 
With genuine ornaments dreſfs'd ; 
Nor can art an embelliſhment add 
To ſet off what already is beſt: 
Be it thine, ſelf-accompliſh'd to reign ; 
Bid the toilet be far-ſet apart, 
And diſmiſs with an honeſt diſdain 
That impertinent Abigail, Art. | 
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An EXCUSE for InconsTaxcy, 1737. 


, By the Rev. Dr. EISLE, 


HEN Phabus's beams are withdrawn from our 
ſight, 

We admire his fair ſiſter the regent of night; 

Tho' languid her beauty, tho' feeble her ray, 

Yet ſtill ſhe's akin to the God of .the day. 

Wen Suſan, like Cynthia, has finiſh'd her reign, 

Then Charlotte, like Phoebus, ſhall ſhine out again, 

As Catholic bigots fall humble before 

The picture of thoſe whom in heart they adore, 

Which tho' known to be nothing but canvaſs and paint, 

Yet are ſaid to enliven their zeal to the ſaint ; 

do to Suſan I bow, charming Charlotte, for ſhe 

las juſt beauty enough to remind me of thee, 

Inconſtant and faithlefs in love's the pretence 

On which you arraign me : pray hear my defence. 

Such cenſures as theſe to my credit redound ; 

I acknowledge, and thank a good appetite for't, 

When ven'ſon and claret are not to be found, 

can make a good meal upon mutton and port, 

Though (a) Highclear's fo fine chat a prince wou'd not 
ſcorn it, 

Tho? nature and taſte hath combin'd to adorn it, 

Yet the artiſt that owns it would think it ſevere, 

Were a law made to keep him there all round the year, 


(a) The feat of the Honourable R. . 
Vea. . M How 
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How enrag'd would the reQor of (5) Boſcovil look, 
If the King ſhou'd enjoin him to read but one book ; 
And how wou'd his audience their fortune bemoan, 
He gave 'em no ſermons but-what were his own. 
Tis variety only makes appetite laſt, 

And by changing our diſhes we quickea our taſte, 


CSPSCOUSCSPSCEUSCOALSCOSUSCOUSCSY 
The Power of MUSIC. A SONG. 


Imitated from the SPANISH. 
By the Same. 
Set to Music by Dr. HAYES. 


I. 
WW He Orpheus went down to the regions below, 
W hich men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd up his Iyre, as old hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Euridice free. 
II. 
All hell was aſtoniſn'd a perſon ſo wile 
Shou'd raſhly endanger his life, | 
And venture ſo far, —— but how vaſt their ſurpriſ !. 
When they heard that, he came for. his wife. 
III, 
To find out a puniſhment due to his fault, 
Old Pluto had puzzled his brain, | 
Baut hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 
80 he gave him his wife back again. 


(5) Wotton, the author's pariſh in the Ile of Wight. 


IV, But 
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But pity ſucceeding found place in his heart, 


And pleas'd with his playing fo well, 


He took her again in reward of his art; 


Such merit had muſic in hell! 
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LETTER from SuvxNA to his Siſters 


at Cxux-EasSTON, 1733. 


By the Same. 


"== hero who to Smyrna bay _ 
From Eaſton, Hants, purſu'd his way, 

Who travers'd ſeas, and hills and vales, 

To fright bis fiſters with his tales, 

Sing heavenly Muſe ; for what befel 

Thou faw'ſt, and only thou can'ſt tell; 

Say firſt (but one thing I premiſe, 

IU not be chid for telling lies; 

Beſides, my grannum us'd to ſay 

I always had a knack that way ; 

So, if the love of truth be in ye, 

Read Strabo, D iodorus, Pliny— 

But like ſome authours I could name, 

Wrapt in myſelf | loſe thy theme:) 

Say firſt, thoſe very rocks we ſpy'd, 

But left em on the ſtarboard fide, 

Where Juno urge'd the Trojan's fate. 

Shield us, ye Gods, from female hate ! 

Then how precarious was the doom 

Of Cæſar's line, and mighty Rome, | 

M 2 Snatch'd 
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Snatch'd from the very jaws of ruin, 

And ſav'd, poor (c) Die, for thy undoing, 

What ſaw we on Sicilian ground? 

(A ſoil in ancient verſe renown'd) 

The ſelf-ſame ſpot, or Virgil ly'd, 

On which the good Anchiſes dy'd ; 

The fields where Ceres' daughter ſported, 

And where the pretty Cyclops courted; 

The nymph hard-hearted as the rocks, 

Refus'd the monſter, ſcorn'd his flocks, 

And took a ſhepherd in his ſtead, _ 

With naught but love and worth to plead : 

An inſtance of a generous mind 

That does much honour to your king, 

But in an age of fables grew, 

So poſſibly it mayn't be true. 

While on the ſummit Etna glows, 

His ſhivering ſides are chill'd with ſnows, 

Beneath, the painted landſcape charms ; 

Here infant Spring in Winter's arms 

Wanton's ſecure ; in youthful pride 

Stands Summer laughing by her fide ; 

Ev'n Auturan's yellow robes appear, 

And one gay ſcene diſcloſes-all the year. 
Hence to rude Cerigo we came, 

Known once by Cytherea's name ; 

When Ocean firſt the Goddeſs bore, 

She roſe on this dilinguith'd ſhore, 

Here firſt the happy Paris ſtop'd, 

When Helen from her lord elop'd. 

With pleas'd reflection I ſurvey'd 

Each fecret grott, cach conſcious ſhade; 


(c) Dido. 
Enry'd 
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Envy'd his choice, approv'd his flame, 
And fondly wiſh'd my lot the ſame. 
O were the cauſe reviv'd again ! 


For charming Queenſbury liv'd not then, - 


The radiant fruit, had ſhe been there, 
Would ſcarce have fallen to Venus ſhare - 
Saturnia's ſelf had wav'd her claim, 

And modeſt Pallas bluſh'd for ſhame ; 

All had been right-: the Phrygian ſwain 
Had ſigh'd for her, but figh'd in vain; 

| The fair Oenone joy'd to find, 

The pains ſhe felt repaid in kind ; 

No rape revenge'd, no room for arife, . 
Atrides might have kept his wife, 


Old Troy in- peace and plenty ſmil'd— 


But the (4) beſt poem had been ſpoil'd. 
How did my heart with joy run oer, 

When to the fam'd Cecropian ſhore, 

Wafted by gentle breezes; we -. 

Came gliding thro' the ſmooth ill ſea 1 

While backward rov'd my buſy thought 

On deeds in diſtant ages wrought; 

On tyrants glorionſly withſtood; 

On ſeas diſtain d with Perfiaw blood; 

On trophies rais d o'er hills of ſlain 

In Marathon's unrival'd plain. 

Then, as around I caſt my eye, 

And view'd the pleafing profpe@ nigh, 

The land for arms and arts renown d, 

Where wit was honour'd; poets crowti'd; 

Whoſe manners and whoſe rules rein d 

Our fools, and civil d mankind; 


ad. 
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Or (yet a loftier pitch to raiſe 

Our wander, and-compleat' its praiſe) 

The land that (e) Plato's maſter bore— 

How did my heart with joy run o'er ! 
Now coaſting on the eaſtern fide, 

We peep'd where Peneus rolls his tide : 

Where Arethuſa came t' appeaſe 

The ſhepherd that had loſt his bees, 

And led him to Cyrene's grott ; 

"Tis a long tale, and matters not. 

Dryden will tell you all that paſt; 

See, Virgil's Georgics, book the laſt. 

I ſpeak on't, but to let you know 

This grott ſtill ſtands in flatu quo; 

Of which if any doubts remain, 

I've proof, as follows, clear and plain. 

Here, filters, we ſuch honours met! 

Such honours I ſhall ne'er forget. 

The Goddeſs (no uncommon caſe) 

Proud, I ſuppoſe, te ſhew her place, 

Or pique'd perhaps at your renown, ' 

Sent Boreas to invite us down; 

And he ſo preſs d it, that we us d 

Some pains to get ourſelves excus d. 

My brother ſhipmates, all in haſte 

Declar'd, that ſhells were not their taſte ;; 

And I had (/) ſome where ſeen, you know, 

A finer grott than ſhe could ſhow. A 
Hence let the Muſe to Delos roam, 

Or Nio, fam'd for Homer's tomb; 

To Naxos, known in ancient time, 

For Bacchus” love, for Theſeus' crime, 


(e) Socrates, J) At Crus. Faſton. 
5 Can! 
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Can ſhe the Leſbian vine forget 
W hence Horace reinforce'd his wit ? 
Where the fam'd harp Arion ſtrung 
Nor play'd more ſweet than Sapho ſung ? 
Could the old bards revive again, 
How could they mourn th' inverted ſeene ! 
Scarce with the barren waſte acquainted,” 
They once ſo beautifully painted. 
And here, 'twixt friends, I needs muſt ſay, 
But let it go no farther, pray, 
Theſe ſung-up, cry'd up countries are 
Diſpleaſing, rugged, black, and bare; 
And all I've yet beheld or known 
Serve only to endear my own. 
The matters I ſhall next diſcloſe, 


'Tis likely may be wrapt in proſe ;: 


But verſe methought would fvit rheſe better, 
Beſides, it lengthens out my letter. 
Read then, dear girls, with kind regard, 
What comes ſo far, what comes ſo hard; 
And to our mother too make known, 
How travelling has improv'd her ſons 

Let not malicious critics join 
Pope's homeſpun rhymes in rank with mine, 
Form'd on that very ſpot of earth, - 
Where Homer's ſelf receiv'd his birth; 
Add, as I ſaid, t' enhance their worth, 
The pains they coſt in bringing forth ; 
Tho' wrote with care, are wrote with eaſe. 


LETTER 
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LETTER from MaxsE1LLEs to my Siſters 
| at CRUx-EAs To, Mar 1735. 


By the: Same. 


SCENE, the ſtudy at Crux-Faſton, Molly and Fanny 
are fitting at work; enter ts them Harriot in a paſſion. 


_ Harrtor. 
Ord ! ſiſter, here's the butcher come, 
And not one word from brother Tom; 
The punctual ſpark, that made his boaſt 
He'd write by every other polt ! 
That ever I was fo abſurd 
To take a man upon his word ! 
Quoth Frances, Child,. I wonder muck 
You cou'd expect him to keep touch; 
'Tis ſo, my dear, with all mankind ; ' 
When out of ſight you're out of mird. 
Think you he'd to his ſiſters write? 
Was ever girl ſo unpolite ! 
Some fair Italian ſtands poſſeſs d, 
And reigns ſole miſtreſs in his breaſt; 
To her he dedicates his time, 
And fawns in proſe, or ſighs in rhyme; 
She'll give him tokens of her love, 
Perhaps not eaſy to remove; 
Such as will make him large amends 
For loſs of ſiſters, and of friends. 
Cries Harriot, when he comes to France, 
I hope in God he'll learn to dance, 


And 


ad 
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And leave his aukward habits there, 
I'm ſure he has enough to ſpare. 
O cou'd he leave his faults, faith Fanny, 
And bring the good alone, if any, 
Poor brother Tom, he'd grow ſo light, 
The wind might rob us of him quite 
Of habits he may well get clear; 
Ill humours are the faults I fear, 


For in my life I ne'er ſaw yet 


A creature half ſo paſſionate, 
Good heavens! how did he rave and tear, 
On my not going you know where ; 


1 ſcarcely yet have got my dread off: 


I thought he'd bite my ſiſter's head off, 
"Tween him and Jenny what a clatter 
About a fig, a mighty matter | 
] cou'd recount a thouſand more, 
But ſcandal's what I moſt abhor, 

Molly, who long had patient ſat, 
And heard in filence all their chat, 
Obſerving how they ſpoke with rancour, 
Took up my cauſe, for which I thank her, 
What eloquence was then diſplay'd, 
The charming things that Molly faid,, 
Perhaps it ſujts not me to tell; 
But, faith ! ſhe ſpoke extremely well, 
She fir, with much ado, put on 
A prudiſh face, then thus begun, 

Heyday ! quoth ſhe, you let your tongue 
Run on molt ſtrangely, right or wrong; 
' Tis what I never can connive at; 
Befides, conſider whom you drive at. 
A perſon of eſtabliſhed credit, 
Nobody better, thongh I ſaid it, 

In 
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In all that's good, ſo tried and known, 
Why, girls, he's quite a proverb grown. 
His worth no mortal dares diſpute : 
Then he's your brother too to boot. 
At this ſhe made a moment's pauſe, 
- Fhen with a ſigh reſum'd the cauſe. 
Alas ! my dears, you little know 
A ſailor's toil, a trav'ler's woe; 
Perhaps this very hour he ſtrays 
A lonely wretch thro* deſert ways; 
Or ſhipwreck'd on a foreign ſtrand, 
He falls beneath ſome ruffian's hand; 
Or on the naked rock he lies, 
And pinch'd by famine waſtes and dies. 
Can you this hated brother ſee 
Floating, the fport of wind and fea ? 
Can you his feeble accents hear, 
'Fho' but in thought, nor drop a tear? 
He faintly ſtrives, his hopes are fled, 
The billows booming o'er his head; 
He mounts upon the waves again, 
He calls on us, but calls in vain; 
To death preſerves his friendſhip true, 
And matters out a kind adieu. 
See, now he riſes to our fight, 
Now ſinks in everlaſting night. 
Here Fanny's colour roſe and fell, 
And Harriot's throat began to ſwell ;. 
One ſidled to the window quite, ? 


Pretending ſome unuſual fight, 

The other left the rvom outright; 
While Molly laugh'd, her ends obtain'd, 
To think how artfully ſhe feign'd, 


% 
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IN TWO BOOKS, 
By the Same. 


Arva, bzata 
Petamus arva, Aivites et inſulas, 
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| boy Ruſſia's frozen clime, ſome. ages ſince, 
There dwelt, hiſtorians ſay, a- worthy prince, 
Who to his people's good confin'd his care, 
And fix'd the baſis of his empire there; 
Inlarge'd their trade, the Jib'ral.arts improv'd, 
Made nations happy, and bimſelt belov'd ; 
To all the neighb'ring ſtates a terrour grown, 
The dear delight, and glory of his own, 
Not like thoſe kings who vainly ſeek renown 
Erom countries, ruin'd, and from battles won ; 
Thoſe mighty Nimrods, who mean laws deſpiſe, 
Call murder but a princely exerciſe, 
And if one bloodleſs ſun ſhou'd ſteal away, 
Cry out with Titus, they have loſt a day; 
Who, to be more than men, themſelves debaſe 
Beneath the brute, their Maker's form deface, 5 
Raiſing their titles by their God's diſgrace, 
Like 
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Like fame to bold Eroſtratus we give, 

Who ſcorn'd by leſs than facrilege to live; 

On holy ruins rais'd a laſting name, 

And in the temple's fre diffus'd his ſhame. 

Far diff 'rent praiſes, and a brighter fame, 

The virtues of the young Porſenna claim; 

For by that name the Ruſſian king was known, 
And ſure a nobler ne er adorn'd the throne. 

In war he knew the deathful ſword to wield, 
And fought the thickeſt dangers of the field. 

A bold commander, but, the form o'erblown, 
He ſeem'd as he were made for peace alone; 
Then was the golden age again reltor'd, 

Nor leſs his juſtice honour'd than his ſword. 

All needleſs pomp, and outward grandeur ſpar'd. 
The deeds that grace d him were his only guard ; 
No private views beneath a borrow'd name ; 

His and the public intereſt were the ſame. 

Jn wealth and pleaſure let the ſubject live, 

Bat virtue is the king's prerogative ; 

Porſenna there without a rival ſtood, 

And wou'd maintain his right of doing good. 
Nor did his perſon leſs attraction wear, 

Such majeſty and ſweetneſs mingled there ; 
Heaven with uncommon art the clay refin'd, 

A proper manſion for ſo fair a mind ; 

Each look, each action bore peculiar grace, 

And love itſelf was painted on his face. 

In peaceful time he ſuffer'd not his mind 

To ruſt in ſloth,” tho* much to peace inclin d; 1 4 
Nor wanton in the lap of pleaſure lx. 
And loſt to glory loiter'd life aWFayyy 
But active riſing ere the prime of day, 4 
Thro' woods and lonely deſerts loy'd to ſtray; 


With 
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Wich hounds and horns to wake the furious bear, 
Or rouze the tawny lion from his laire ; ' 
Fo rid the foreſt of the ſavage brood, 
And whet his courage for his country's good, 

One day, as he purſued the dang'rous ſport, 
Attended by the nobles of his court, 
It chance'd a beaſt of more than common ſpeed 
Sprang from the brake, and thro' the deſert fled, 
The ardent Prince impetuous as the wind 
Ruſh'd on, and left his lagging train behind, 
Fir'd with the chaſe, and full of youthful blood, 
Oer plains, and vales, and woodland wilds he rode, 
Urging his courſer's ſpeed, -nor thought the day 
How wafted, nor how intricate the way; 
Nor, till che night in duſky clouds came on, 
Reſtrain'd his pace, or ſound himſelf alone, 
Miſling his train, he ſtrove to meaſure back 
The road hie came, but could not find the track; 
Still turning to the place he left before, 
And only lab'ring to be loſt the more. 
The bugle-horn, which o'er his ſhoulders hung, 
So loud he winded, that the foreſt rung ; 
In vain, no voice but echo from the ground, 
And vocal woods, made mock'ry of the ſound. 

And now the gath'ring clouds began to ſpread 
O'er the dun face of night a deeper ſhade ; 
And the hoirſe thunder growling from afar, 
With herald voice proclaim'd th' approaching war ; 
Silence awhile enſu'd, —then by degrees 
A hollow wind came mutt'ring thro' the trees. 
Sudden the full-fraught ſky diſcharge'd its ſore, 
Of rain and rattling hail a mingled ſhower ; 

Vor. II. N The 


146 A COLLECTION 


The active lightuing ran along the ground; 
The fiery bolts by fits were hurl'd around, 
And the wide foreſts trembled at the found. 


Amazement ſeiz'd the prince ;— where could he Ay? 

No guide to lead, no friendly cottage nigh. 

Penſive and unreſoly'd awhile he ſtood, 

Beneath the ſcanty covert of the wood; 

But, drove from thence, ſoon ſallied forth again, 

As chance directed on the dreary plain; 

Conſtrain'd his melancholy way to take 

Thro' many a loathſome bog, and thoruy brake, 5 

Caught in the thicket, floundring in the lake. 

Wet with the ſtorm, and wearied with the way, 

By hunger pinch'd, himſelf to beaſts a prey; 

Nor wine to cheer his heart, nor fire to burn, 

Nor place to reſt, nor proſpect to return. 

Drooping and ſpiritleſs, at life's deſpair 

He bade it paſs, not worth his farther care; 

When ſuddenly he ſpied a diſtant light, 

That faintly twinkled thro' the gloom of night, 

And his heart leap'd for joy, and bleſs'd the wel- 
come ſight, 

Oft-times he doubted, it appear'd ſo far, 

And hung ſo high, twas nothing but a ſtar, 

Or kindled vapour wand'ring thro' the ſky, 

But ſtill preſs'd on his ſteed, ſtill kept it in his eye; 

Till, much fatigue, and many dangers paſt, 

At a huge mountain he arriv'd at laſt. 

There lighting from his horſe, on hands and knees 

Grop'd out the darkſome road, by flow degrees, 

Crawling or clamb'ring o'er the rugged way ; 

The thunder rowls above, the flames around him play, 

Joyful at length he gain'd the ſteepy height, 

And found the rift whence ſprang the friendly light, 

And 
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And here he ſtopp'd to reſt his wearied feet, 
And weigh the perils he had (till to meet; 
Unſheath'd his truſty ſword, and dealt his eyes 
With caution round him to prevent ſurprizc, 
Then ſummon'd all the forces of his mind, 
And ent'ring boldly caſt his fears behind; 
Reſolv'd to puſh his way, whate'er withſtood, 
Or periſh bravely as a monarch ſhou'd. 

While he the wonders of the place ſurvey'd, 
And thro' the various cells at random ſtray'd, 


In a dark corner of the cave he view'd 
Somewhat, that in the ſhape of woman ſtood; 


But more deform'd than dreams can repreſent 
The midnight hag, or poet's fancy paint 
The Lapland witch, when ſhe her broom beſtrides, 
And ſcatters ſtorms and tempeſts as ſhe rides, 
She look'd as nature made her to diſgrace 
Her kind, and caſt a blot on all the race; 
Her ſhrivel'd ſkin, with yellow ſpots beſmear'd, | 
Like mouldy records ſeem'd ; her eyes were blear'd; 
Her feeble limbs with age and palſy ſhook ; 
Bent was her body, haggard was her look, 
From the dark nook outcrept the filthy crone, 
And propp'd upon her crutch came tott'ring on, 

The prince in civi! guiſe approach'd the dame, 
Told her his piteous caſe, and whence he came, 
And till Aurora ſhou'd the ſhades expel, 
Implor'd a lodging in her friendly cell. 
Mortal, whoe'er thou art, the fiend began, 
And as ſhe ſpake a deadly horrour ran 
Thro' all his frame; his cheeks the blood forſook, 
Chatter'd his teeth, his knees together ſtruck. 
Whoe'er thon art, that with preſumption rude 
Dar'ſt on our ſacred privacy intrude, 

N 2 And 
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And without licenſe in our court appear; 
Know, thou'rt the firſt that ever enter'd here. 


But fince thou plead'ſt excuſe, thou'rt hither brought 


More by thy fortune than thy own default, 

Thy crime, tho” great, an ealy pardon finds, 

For mercy ever dwells in royal minds; 

And wou'd you learn from whoſe indulgent hand 
You live, and in whoſe aweful preſence ſtand, 
know farther, thro' yon wide extended plains 
Great Eolus the king of tempeſts reigns, 

And in this lofty paiace makes abode, 

Well ſuited to his itate, and worthy of the God. 
The various elements his empire own, 

And pay their humble homage at his throne ; 
And hither all the ſtorms and clouds reſort, 
Proud to increaſe the ſplendour of his court. 

His queen am I, from whom the beauteous race 
Of winds aroſe, ſweet fruit of our embrace 
She ſcarce had ended, when, with wild uproar, . 
And horrid din, her ſons impetuous pour 
Around the cave; came ruſhing in amain 

Lybs, Eurus, Boreas, all the boiſt'rous train; 
And cloſe behind them on a whirlwind rode 

In clouded majeſty the bluſt'ring God. 

Their locks a thouſand ways were blown about; 


Their cheeks like full-blown. bladders ſtrutted out; 


Their boaſting talk was of the feats th' had done, 
Of trees uprooted, and of towns o'erthrown ; 
And when they kindly turn'd them to accoſt 


The prince, they almoſt picrce'd him with their froſt, 


The gaping hag in fix'd attention ſtood, 
And at the cloſe of every tale cried—Good ! 
Bleſſing with outſtretch'd arms each darling ſon, 
In due proportion to the miſchief done. 
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And where, ſaid ſhe, does little Zephyr ſtray? 
Know ye, my ſons, your brother's rout to-day ? 
In what bold deeds does he his hours employ ? 
Grant heaven no evil has befall'n my boy! 
Ne'er was he known to linger thus before. 
Scarce had ſhe ſpoke, when at the cavern-door 
Came lightly tripping in a form more fair 
Than the young poet's fond ideas are, 
When fir'd with love, he tries his utmoſt art 
To paint the deauteous tyrant of his heart. 
A ſatin veſt his lender ſhape confin'd, 
Embroider'd o'er with flowers of ev'ry kind, 
Flora's own work, when firſt the goddeſs ſtrove 
To win the little wanderer to her love. 
Of burniſh'd ſilver were his ſandals made, 
Silver his buſkins, and with gems o'erlaid ; 
A ſaſfron- colour'd robe behind him flow'd, - 
And added grace and grandeur as he trod. 
His wings than lillies whiter to behold, 
Sprinkled with azure ſpots, and ſtreak'd with gold; 
So thin their form, and of ſo light a kind, 
That they for ever dance'd, and flutter'd in the wind. 
Around his temples with becoming air, 
In wanton ringlets curFd his auburne hair, 
And o'er his ſhoulders negligently ſpread ; 
A wreath of fragrant roſes crown'd his head, 
Such his attire; but O ! no pen can trace, 
No words can ſhew the beauties of his face; 
So kind! ſo winning! ſo divmely fair! 
Eternal youth and pleaſure Rouriſh there; 
There all the little loves and graces meet, | 
And ev'ry thing that's ſoft, and ev'ry thing that's ſweet, 
Thou vagrant, 'cried the dame in angry tone, 
Where could'ſt thou loiter thus ſo long alone ? 
N 3 Little 
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Little thou car'ſt what anxious thoughts moleſt, 
What pangs are lab'ring in a mother's breaſt. 
Well do you ſhow your duty by your haſte, | 
For thou of all my ſons art always laſt: 11944) 
A child leſs fondled would have fled more faſt. 
Sure 'tis a curſe on mothers, doom'd to mourn, 
Where belt they love, the leaſt and worſt return. 
My dear mamma, the gentle youth replied, ' 

And made a low obeiſance, ceaſe to chide, 

Nor wound me with your words, for well you know. 
Your Zephyr bears a part in all your woe; 

How great muſt be his ſorrow then to learn 

That he himſelt's the cauſe of your concern! 

Nor had I loiter'd thus had I been free, 

But the ſair princeſs of Felicity 

Intreated me to make ſome ſhort delay; 

And, aſk'd by her, who-cou'd reſuſe to itay ? 

Surrounded by the dainſels of her court, 

She ſought the ſhady grove, her lov d retort ; 

Freſh roſe the graſs, the flowers were mix'd between, 
Like rich embroid'ry on a ground cf green, 

And in the midſt, protected by the ſhade, 

A cryſtal ſtream in wild meangers play'd ; 

While on its banks, the trembling leaves among, 

A thouſand little birds in concert ſung, 

Cloſe by a mount with fragrant ſhrubs 0 'ergrown, 
On a cool moſſy couch ſhe laid her down; 

Her air, her poſture, all conſpir'd to pleaſe ; 
Her head upon her ſnowy arm at eaſe, 

Reclin'd a ſtudied careleſſneſs expreſs'd ; 

Looſe lay her robe, and naked heav'd her breaſt, 
Eager I flew to that delightful place, 

And pour'd a ſhower of kiſſes on her face; 
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Now hover'd o'er ber neck, her brealt, her arms, 
Like bees o'er flowers, and taſted all their charms; 
And then her lips, and then her cheeks I tried, 
And fann'd, and wantond round on ev'ry ſide. 
O Zephyr, cried the. fair, thou charming boy, 
Thy preſence only can create me joy; 
To me thou art beyond expreſſion dear, 
Nor can I quit the place While thou art here. 
Excuſe my weakneſs, Madam, when I ſwear * 
Such gentle words join'd u ith ſo ſoft an air, 5 
Pronounce'd ſo ſweetly from a mouth fo fair, 
Quite rayiſh'd all my ſenſe, nor did I know 
How long I ſtaid, or when, or where to go. 
Meanwhile the damſels debonnair and gay, 
Prattled around, and laugh'd the time away: 
Theſe in ſoft notes addrelis'd the raviſh'd ear, 
And warbled. out ſo ſweet, twas heaven to hear; 
And thoſe in rings, beneath the green wood ſhade, 
Dance'd to the melody their fellows made. 
Some ſtudious of themſelves, employ'd their care 
In weaving flowery wreaths to deck their hair; 
While others to ſome fav'rite plant convey'd 
Refreſhing ſhowers, and cheer'd its drooping head. 
A joy ſo general ſpread thro” all the place, 
Such ſatisfaction dwelt on ev'ry face, 
The nymphs ſo kind, ſo lovely look'd the queen, 
That never eye beheld a ſweeter ſcene, 
Porſenna, like a ſtatue fix'd appear'd, 
And wrapp'd in ſilent wonder gaz'd and heard; 
Much he admir'd the ſpeech, rhe ſpeaker more, 
And dwelt on ev'ry word, and griev'd to find it o'er, 
O gentle youth, he cried; proceed to tell, 
In what fair country does this princeſs dwell ? 
| What 
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What regions unexplor'd, what hidden coaſt 
Can ſo much goodneſs, ſo much beauty boaſt ? 

To whom the winged god with gracious look, '* 
Numberleſs ſweets diffuſing while he ſpoke, \ 
Thus anſwer'd kind—Thefe happy gardens lie 
Far hence remov'd, beneath a milder ſky; | 5 
Their name — The kingdom of Felicity. 

Sweet ſcenes of endleſs bliſs, enchanted ground, 

A ſoil for ever ſought, but ſeldom found ; 

Tho' in the ſearch all human kind in vain 

Weary their wits, and waſte their lives in pain: 

In diff rent parties, diff rent paths they tread, 

As reaſon guides them, or as follies lead; 

Theſe wrangling for the place they ne'er ſhall ſee, 
Debating thoſe, if ſuch a place there be; 

But not the wiſeſt, nor the beſt can ſay 

Where lies the point, or mark the certain way. 
Some few, by Fortune favour'd for her ſport, - 

Have ſail'd in ſight of this delightful port; 

In thooght already ſeiz d the bleſs'd abodes, 

And in their fond delirium rank'd with gods. 
Fruitleſs attempt! all avenues are kept 

By dreadful foes, ſentry that never ſlept. 

Here ſell Detraction darts her pois'nous breath; 
Fraught with a thouſand ſtings, and ſcatters death ; 
Sharp-ſighted Envy there maintains her poſt, ¶ coaſt. 
And ſhakes her. flaming brand, and ſtalks around the 
Theſe on the helpleſs bark their fury pour, 

Plunge in the waves, or daſh againſt the ſhore ; 


Teach wretched mortals they were doom'd to C4 


And ne er muſt reſt but in the Glent urn. 
But ſay, young monarch, for what name you bear 
Your mien, your dreſs, your perſon, all declare; 
3 And 
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And tho' I ſeldom fan the frozen north, 

Yat I have heard of brave Porfenna's worth-; 

My brother Boreas thro' the world has flown, 

Swelling his breath to ſpread forth your renown ; 

Say, would you chuſe to viſit this retreat, 

And view the world where all theſe wonders mect ? 

With you ſome friend o'er that tempeſtnous ſea. 

To bear you ſafe ! behold that friend in me, 

My active wings ſhall all their force employ, 

And nimbly waft you to the realms of joy ; 

As once to gratify the god of Love, 

I bore fair Pſyche to the Cyprian grove; 

Or as Jove's bird, deſcending from on high, 

Snatch'd the young Trojan trembling to the ſky, 

There perfect bliſs thou may'ſt for ever ſhare, 

'Scap'd from the buſy world, and all its care; 

There in the lovely princeſs ſhalt thou find. 

A miſtreſs ever blooming, . ever kind. 

All ecſtacy on fair Porſenna trod, 

And to his boſom ſtrain'd the little god; 

With grateful ſeatiments his heart o'erflow'd, 

And in the warmelt. words millions of thanks beſtow d. 
When Eolus in ſurly humour broke 

Their ſtrict embrace, and thus abruptly ſpoke. 

Enough of compliment; I hate the ſport 

Of meanleſs words; this is no human court; 

Where plain and honeſt are diſcarded quite, 

For the more modiſh title of Polite; 

Where in ſoft ſpeeches hypocrites impart 

The venom'd. ills that lurk beneath the- heart; 

In friendſnip's holy guiſe their guilt improve, \ 

And kindly kill with ſpecious ſhew- of love. 

For us. my ſubjects are not us'd to wait, 99 4 

And waſte their hours to hear a mortal prate; 


They 
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They muſt abroad before the riſing ſun, 

And hie 'em to the ſeas; there's miſchief to be done. 

Excuſe my plainneſs, Sir, but buſineſs ſtands, 

And we have ſtorms and ſhipwreeks on our hands, 
He ended frowning, and the noiſy rout, 

Each to his ſeveral cell went puffing ont. 

But Zephyr, far more courteous than the reſt, 

To his own bower convey'd the royal gueſt ; 

There on a bed of roſes neatly laid, 

Beneath the fragrance of a myrtle ſhade, 

His limbs to needful reſt the prince applied, 


His ſweet companion flumb'ring by his fide. 
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O ſooner in her ſilver chariot roſe 
The ruddy morn, than ſated with repoſe 
The prince addreſs'd his hoſt; the god awoke, 
And leaping from his couch, thus kindly ſpoke. 
This early call, my lord, that chides my ftay, 
Requires my thanks, and I with joy obey. 
Like you J long to reach the bliſsful coaſt, 
Hate the flow night, and mourn the moments loſt, 
The bright Roſinda, lovelieſt of the fair 
That crowd the princeſs' court, demands my care; 
Ev'n now, with fears and jealouſies o'erborne, 
Upbraids, and calls me cruel and forſworn. 
What ſweet rewards on all my toils attend; 
Serviug at once my miſtreſs and my friend ; 
Juit to my love, and to my duty too, 
Well paid in her, well pleas'd in pleafing you. 
This ſaid, he led him to the cavern\gate, 
And claſp'd him in his arms, aud pois d his weight; 
| Then 
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Then ballancing his body here and there, 

Stretch'd forth his agile wings, and launch'd in air; 

Swift as the fiery meteor from on high 

Shoots to its goal, and gleams athwart the ſky, 

Here with quick fan his lab'ring pinions play ; 

There glide at caſe along the liquid way; 

Now lightly ſkim the plain with even flight ; 

Now proudly ſoar above the mountain's height, 
Spiteful Detraction, whoſe envenom'd hate 

Sports with the ſufferings of the good and great, 

Spares not our prince, but with opprobrious ſneer 

Arraigns him of the heinous fin of fear; 

That he, ſo tried in arms, whoſe very name 

Infus'd a ſecret panic where it came, 

Ev'n he, as high above the clonds he flew, 

And ſpied the mountains leſs'ning to the view, 

Naught round him but the wide expanded air, 

Helpleſs, abandon'd to a ſtripling's care, 

Struck with the rapid whirl, aud dreadful height, 

Conſeſs d ſome faint alarm, ſome little ſright. 
The friendly god, who inſtantly divin'd 

The terrours that poſleſs'd his ſellow's mind, 

To calm his troubled thoughts, and cheat the way, · 

Deſcrib'd the nations that beneath them lay ; | 

The name, the climate, and the ſoil's increaſe, 

Their arms in war, their government in peace ; 

Shew'd their domeſtic arts, their foreign trade, 


What int'reſt they purſued, what leagues they made, 


The ſweet diſcourſe ſo charm'd Porſenna's ear, 
That loſt in joy he had no time for ſear. 
From Scandinavia's cold inclement waſte, 
O'er wide Germania's various realms they paſt, 
And now on Albion's fields ſuſpend their toil, 
And hover for a while, and bleſs the ſoil, 
O'er 
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O'er the gay ſcene the Prince delighted hung, 
And gaz'd in rapture, and forgot his tongue; 

Till burſting forth at lengh. Behold, cried he, 
The promis'd ifle, the land I long'd to ſee ; 
Thoſe plains, thoſe vales, and fruitful hills declare 
My queen, my charmer, muſt inhabit there. 
Thus rave'd the monarch, and the gentle guide, 
Pleas'd-with his errour, thus in ſmiles replied. 

I mult applaud, my lord, the lucky thought; 
Ev'n I, who know th' original, am caught, { 
And doubt my ſenſes, when I-view the draught. 
The flow-aſcending hill, the lofty wood 
That mantles o'er its brow, the ſilver flood 
Wand'ring in mazes thro' the flowery mead, 

The herd that in the plenteous paltures feed, 

And ev'ry objeR, .ev'ry ſcene excites 

Freſh wonder in my ſoul, and fills with new delights: 
Dwells cheerful Plenty there, and learned Eaſe, 
And Art with Nature ſcems at ſtrife to pleaſe. 
There liberty, delightful goddeſs, reigns, 
Gladdens each heart, and gilds the fertile plains; 
There firmly ſeated may ſhe ever ſmile, 

And ſhower her bleſſings o'er her fav'rite iſle: 

But ſee, the riſing ſun reproves our ſtay. 

He faid, .and to the ocean wing'd his way, 
Stretching his courſe to climates then unknown, 
Nations that ſwelter in the burning zone; 

There in Peruvian valcs a moment ſaid, 

And ſmo»th'd his wings beneath the citron ſhade ; 
Then ſwift his oary pinions plied again, 


Crols'd the new world, and ſaught the Southern main; 


Where many a wet and weary league o'erpaſt, 


The wiſh'd-for Paradiſe appear'd at laſt, 
With 
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With force abated now they gently ſweep 
O'er the ſmooth ſurſace of the thining deep; 
The Dryads hail'd them from the diſtant thore, 
The Nereids play'd around, the Tritons ſwam beſore, 
While ſoft Favonius their arrival greets, 

And breathes his welcome in a thouſand ſweets, 

Nor pale diſeaſe, nor health-conſuming care, 
Nor wrath, nor foul revenge can enter there; 
No vapour's ſoggy gloom imbrowns the {ky ; 
No teimpeſts rage, no angry lightnings fly; 

But dews, and ſoft-refreſhing airs are found, 
And pure ethereal azure ſhines around, 
Whate'er the ſweet Sabzan foil can boaſt, 

Or Mecca's plains, or India's ſpicy coaſt ; a 
What Hybla hills, or rich Oebalia's fields, 

Or flow'ry vale of fame'd Hymettus yields; 
Or what of old th' Heſperian orchard grace'd ; 
All that was e'er delicious to the taſte, 

Sweet to the ſmell, or lovely to the view, 
Collected there with added beauty grew. 
High-towering to the heavens the trees are ſeen, 
Their buſk immenſe, their leaf for ever green; 
So cloſely interwove, the tell-tale ſun 

Can ne'er deſcry the deeds beneath them done, 
But where by fits the ſportive gales divide 
Their tender tops, and fan the leaves aſide, | 
Like a ſmooth carpet at their feet lies ſpread 

The matted graſs, by bubbling fountains fed; 

And on each bough the ſeather d choir employ 

Their melting notes, and nought is heard but joy. 

The painted flowers exhale a rich perfume, 

The fruits are mingled with eternal bloom. 

And Spring and Autumn hand in hand appear, 

Lead on the merry months, and join to clothe the year. 

Vor. II. O Here, 


2 — — 
o «. — 
4 - 


158 A COLLECTION 


Here, o'er the mountain's ſhaggy ſummit pour'd, 

From rock to rock the tumbling torrent roar'd, 

While beauteous [ris in the vale below 

Paints on the riſing fumes her radiant bow. 

Now thro' the meads the mazy current ſtray'd, 

Now hid its wand'rings in the myrtle ſhade ; 

Or in a thouſand veins divides its ſtore, 

Viſits each plant, refreſhes ev'ry flower ; 

O'er gems and golden ſands in murmurs flows, 

And ſweetly ſoothes the ſoul, and lulls to ſoft repoſe. 
If hunger call, no ſooner can the mind 

Expreſs her will to needful food inclin'd, 

But in ſome cool receſs, or op'ning glade, 

The ſeats are place'd, the tables neatly laid, 

And inſtantly convey'd by magic hand 

In comely rows the coſtly diſhes ſtand ; 

Meats of all kinds that nature can impart, 

Prepar'd in all the niceſt forms of art. 

A troop of ſprightly nymphs array'd in green, 

With flowery chaplets crown'd, come ſcudding in; | 

With fragrant bloſſoms theſe adorn the feaſt, 

Thoſe with officious zeal attend the gueſt ; 

Beneath his feet the filken carpet ſpread, 

Or ſprinkle liquid odours o'er his head, 

Others in ruby cups with roſes bound 

Delightful ! deal the ſparkling neQar round ; 

Or weave the dance, or tune the vocal lay; 

The lyres reſound, the merry minſtrels play, 

Gay health, and youthful joys o'erſpread the place, 

And ſwell each heart, and triumph in each face. 

So when embolden'd by the vernal air, 

The buſy bees to blooming fields repair ; 

For various uſe employ their chymic power ; 

One culls the ſnowy pounce, one ſucks the flower; 

Again 
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Again to diff'rent works returning home, 
Some “ ſtecve the honey, ſome ere the comb; 
All for the general gocd in concert ſtrive, 
And ev'ry ſoul's in motion, ev'ry limb's alive. 

And now deſcending trom his flight, the god 
On the green turf releas'd his precious load; 
There, after mutual ſalutations paſt, 
And endlefs friendſhip vow'd, they part in halle; 
Zephyr impatient to behold his love, 
The Prince in raptures wand'ring thro' the grove; 
Now ſkipping on, and ſinging as he went, 
Now ſtopping ſhort to give his tranſports vent ; 
With ſudden guſts of happineſs oppreſs'd, 
Or ſtands entrance'd, or raves like one poſſeſs'd; 
His mind afloat, his wand'ring ſenſes quite 
O'ercome with charms, and frantic with delight ; 
From ſcene to ſcene by random ſteps convey'd, 
Admires the diſtant views, explores the ſecret ſhade, 
Dwells on each ſpot, with eager eye devours 
The woods, the lawns, the buildings, and the bowers ; 
New ſweets, new joys at ev'ry glance ariſe, 
And ev'ry turn creates a freſh ſurprize. 

_ Cloſe by the borders of a riſing wood, 
In a green vale a cryſtal grotto ſtood ; 
And o'er it's ſides, beneath a beachen ſhade, 
In broken falls a ſilver fountain play'd. 
Hither, attracted by the murm'ring ſtream, 
And cool receſs, the pleas'd Porſenna came, 
And on the tender graſs reclining choſe 
To wave his joys a while, and take a ſhort repoſe, 
The ſcene invites him, and the wanton breeze 


That whiſpers thro' the vale, the dancing trees, 


Or ſtive, ſtipant. 
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The warbling birds, and rills that gently creep, 
All join their muſie to prolong his ſleep. 

The princeſs for her morning walk prepar'd ; 
The female troops attend, a beauteous guard, 
Array'd in all her charms appear'd the fair ; 
Tall was her ſtature, unconfin'd her air; 
Proportion deck'd her hmbs, and in her face 
Lay love inſhrin'd, lay ſweet attractive grace 
Temp'ring the aweful beams her eyes convey'd, 
And like a lambent flame around her play'd. 
No foreign aids, by mortal ladies worn, 
trom ſhells and rocks her artleſs charms adorn ; 
For grant that beauty were by gems increas'd, 
'Tis render'd more {ſuſpected at the leaſt ; 

And foul defects, that would eſcape the fight, 
Start from the piece, and take a ſtronger light, 
Her cheſnut hair in careleſs rings around 

Her temples wav'd, with pinks and jes'mine crown'd, 
And gather'd in a ſilken cord behind, 

Curl'd to the waiſt, and floated in the wind; 
O'er theſe a veil of yellow gauze ſhe wore, 
With amaranths and gold embroider'd o'er, 
Her ſnowy neck half naked to the view 
Gracefully fell; a robe of purple hue 

lung loſely o'er her flender ſhape, and tried 
To {ſhade thoſe beauties, that it could not hide, 

The damſels of her train with mirth and ſong 
Frolic behind, and laugh and ſport along. 

The birds proclaim their queen from every tree ; 
The beuſts run friſking thro” the groves to ſee ; 
The Loves, the Pleaſures, and the Graces meet 
In antic rounds, and dance before her feet. 

By whate'er Fancy led, ic chance'd that day 
They thro” the ſecret valley took their way, 
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And to the cryital grot advancing ſpied - 
The Prince extended by the fountain's ſide, 

He look'd as by ſome ſkilful hand expreſs'd, 
Apollo's youthful form retir'd to reſt ; 

When with the chace fatigue'd he quits the wood 
For Pindus' vale, and Aganippe's flood ; 

There ſleeps ſecure, his careleſs limbs diſplay'd 

At eaſe, encircled by the Jaurel ſhade ; 

Beneath his head his ſheaf of arrows lie, 

His bow unbent hangs negligently by. 

The ſlumb'ring Prince might boalt an equal grace, 
So turn'd his limbs, ſo beautiful his face. 

Waking he ſtarted from the ground in haſte, 
And ſaw the beauteous choir around him placed; 
Then, ſummoning his ſenſes, ran to meet 
The queen, and laid him humbly at her feet. 
Deign, lovely Princeſs, to behold, ſaid he, 

One, who has travers d all the world to ſee 

Thoſe charms, and worſhip thy divinity : 
Accept thy flave, and with a gracious ſinile 

Excuſe his raſhneſs, and reward his toil, 

Stood motionleſs the fair with mute ſurprize, 

And read him over with admiring eyes; 

And while ſhe ſtedſaſt gaz'd, a pleaſing ſmart 

Ran thrilling.thro' her veins, and reach'd her heart. 
Each limb ſhe ſcann'd, confider'd every grace, 

And ſagely judge d him of the Phenix race, 

An animal like this ſhe ne'er had known, 

And thence concluded there could be but one ; 

The creature too had all the Phanix air; 

None but the Phenix could appear ſo fair. 

The more ſhe look d, the more ſhe thought it true, 


And call'd him by that name, to jhow ſhe knew. 
O 3 O hand- 
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O handſame Phœnix, for that ſuch you are 
We know ; your beauty does your breed declare ; 
And I with ſorrow own thro” all my coaſt 
No other bird can ſuch perfection boalt ; 

For nature form'd you ſingle and alone : 
Alas! what pity 'tis there is but one! 
Were there a queen ſo fortunate to thew 
An aviary of charming birds like you, 
What envy wou'd her happineſs create 
In all, who ſaw the glories of her ſtate ! 
The Prince laugh'd inwardly, ſurpriz'd to find 
So ſtrange a ſpeech, ſo innocent a mind. 
The compliment indeed did ſome offence 
To reaſon, and a little wrong'd her ſenſe ; 
He could not let it paſs, but told his name, 
And what he was, and whence, and why he came ;. 
And hinted other things of high concern 
| For him to mention, and fer her to learn; 
| And the 'ad a piercing wit, of wond'rous reach 
| To comprehend whatever he could teach. 
Thus hand in hand they to the palace walk, 
Pleas'd and inſtructed with each others talk. 
Here, ſhould I tell the furniture's expence, 
And all the ſtructure's vaſt magniticence, 
| Deſcribe the walls of ſhining ſaphire made, 
With emerald and pearl the floors inlaid, - 
And how the vaulted canopies unfold 
A mimic heaven, and flame with: gems and gold ; 
Or how Felicity regales her gueſt, 
The wit, the mirth, the muſic, and the feaſt; 
And on each part beſtow the praiſes due, 
*F would tire the writer, and the reader too. 
My amorous tale a ſofter path purſues: 
Love and the happy pair demand my Muſe, 
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O could her art in equal terms exprets 
The lives they lead, the pleaſures they poſſeſs ! 
Fortune had-ne'er ſo plenteouſly before 
Beſtow'd her gifts, nar can ſhe laviſh more. 
"Tis heaven itſelf, tis ecſtacy of bliſs, 
Uninterrupted. joy, untir'd exceſs ;. 
Mirth following mirth the moments dance away: 
Love claims the night, and friendſhip rules the day. 
Their tender care no cold indiff 'rence knows; 
No jealouſies diſturb their ſweet repoſe ; 
No ſickneſs, no decay; but youthful grace, 
And conſtant beauty ſhines in either face. 
Benumming age may mortal charms invade, 
Flowers of a day that do but bloom and fade; 
Far dif 'rent here, on them it only blows 
The lilly's white, and ſpreads the bluſhing roſe ; 
No conqueſt o'er thoſe radiant eyes can boaſt; 
They like the ſtars ſhine brighter in its froſt ; 
Nor fear its rigour, nor its rule obey ; 
All ſeaſons are the ſame, and every month is. May. 

Alas! how vain is happineſs below! 
Man ſoon or late muſt have his ſhare of woe; 
Slight are his joys, and fleeting as the wind; 
His griefs wounds home, and leave a ſting behind. 
His lot diſtinguiſh'd from the brute appears 
Leſs certain by his laughter than his tgars ; 
For ignorance too- oft our pleaſure breeds, 
But ſorrow from the reas'ning ſoul proceeds. 

If man, on earth. in endlefs bliſs, could be, 
The boon, young Prince, had. been beſtow'd on thes. 
Bright ſhone thy. ſtars, thy Fortune flouriſh'd fair, 
Aud ſeem'd ſecure beyond the reach of care, 
And ſo might ſtill have been, but anxious thought 


Has daſh'd thy cup, and thou muſt taſte the draught. 
It 


— — — 
— — — 
* by . 


And red with anger made this warm reply. 
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It ſo befel, as on a certain day 
This happy couple toy'd their time away, 
He aſk'd how many charming hours were flown, 
Since on her ſlave her heaven of beauty ſhone, 
Should I conſult my heart, cried he, the rate 
Were ſmall, a week would be the utmoſt date: 
But when my mind reflects on actions paſt, 
And counts its joys, time muſt have fled more faſt, 
Perhaps I might have ſaid, three months are gone. 
Three months ! replied the fair, three months alone ! 
Know that three hundred years have roll'd away, 
Since at my feet the lovely Phenix lay. 
Three hundred years ! re-echo'd back the Prince, . 
A whole three hundred years compleated ſince. 
IT landed here! O! whither then are flown 
My deareſt friends, my ſubjects, and my throne ? 
How ſtrange, alas! how alter'd ſhall 1 find 
Each earthly thing, each ſcene I left behind ! 
Who knows me now? on. whom {ſhall I depend 
To gain my rights? where ſhall 1 find a friend? 
My crown perhaps may grace a foreign line, 
A race of kings, that know not me nor mine; 
Who reigns may wiſh-my death, his ſubjects treat 
My claim with ſcorn, and call their prince a cheat, 
Oh had my life been ended as begun! 
My deſtin'd ſtage, my race of glory run, 
I ſhould have died well pleas'd ; my honour'd name 
Had liv'd, had flouriſh'd in the lit of fame; 
Reflecting now my mind with horrour ſees 
The ſad ſurvey, a ſcene of ſhameful eaſe, 
The odious blot, the ſcandal of my race, 
Scarce known, and only mention'd with diſgrace. 

The fair beheld-him with impatient eye, 


Ungrateful 
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Ungrateful man | is this the kind return 
My love deſerves ; and can you thus with ſcorn 
Reject what once you priz'd, what once you ſwore 
Surpaſs'd all charms, and made even glory poor? 
What gifts have I beſtow'd, what favours ſhown ! 
Made you partaker of my bed and throne ; 
Three centuries preſerv'd in youthful prime, 
Sate from the rage cf death, and injuries of time, 
Weak arguments! for glory reigns above 
The feeble ties of gratitude and love ; 
| urge them not, nor would requeſt your ſtay ; 
The phantom glory calls, and I obey ; 
All other virtues are regardleſs quite, 
Sunk and abſorb'd in that ſuperiour light. 
Co then, Barbarian, to thy realms return, 
And ſhew thyſelf unworthy my concern; 
Go, tell the world, your tender heart could give 
Death to the princeſs, by whoſe care ycu live, 
At this a deadly pale her cheeks o'erſpread, 
Cold trembling ſeiz'd her limbs, her ſpirits fled; 
She ſunk into his arms : the Prince was mov'd, 
Felt all her griefs, for ſtill he greatly lov'd. 
He ſigbed, he wiſh'd he could forget his throne, 
Confine his thoughts, and live for her alone; 
But glory ſhot him deep, the venom'd dart 
Was fix'd within, and rankled at his heart; 
He cou'd not hide its wounds, but pine'd away 
Like a ſick flower, and languith'd in decay. 
An age no longer like a month appears, 
But ev'ry month becomes a hundred years. 
Felicity was griev'd, and could not bear 
A ſcene ſo change'd, a ſight of ſo much care, 
She told him with a look of cold diſdain, 
And ſeeming eaſe, as women well can feign, 
II: 
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He might depart at will ; a milder air 
Wou'd mend his health ; he was no pris'ner there ; 
She kept him not, and wilh'd he ne'er might find 
Cauſe to regret the place he left behind ; 
Which once he lov'd, and where he ſtill muſt own, 
He had at leaſt ſome little pleaſure known. 

If theſe prophetic words awhile deſtroy 
His peace, the former balance it in joy. 
He thank'd her for her kind concern, but choſe 
To quit the place, the reſt let Heaven diſpoſe, 
For Fate, on miſchiefs bent, perverts the will, 
And firſt infatuates whom it means to kill, 

Aurora now, not as ſhe wont to riſe, 
In gay attire tinge'd with a thouſand dies, | 
But ſober-ſad in ſolemn ſtate appears, 
Clad in a duſky veil bedew'd with tears. ( 
Thick mantling clouds beneath. her chariot ſpreads, 
A faded wreath hangs drooping from her head. 
The ſick'ning ſun emits a feeble ray, ] 
Half-drown'd in fogs, and ſtruggling into day. 7 
Some black event the threat ning ſkies foretel. \ 
Porſenna role to take his laſt farewell. / 
A curious veſt the mournful Princeſs brought, > 
And armour by the Lemnian artiſt wrought ;. N 
A ſhining lance with ſecret virtue ſtor'd, 
And of reſiſtleſs force a magic ſword ; 
Capariſons and gems of wond'rous. price, N 
And loaded him with gifts and good advice; 
But chief ſhe gave, and what he moſt would need, 
The fleeteſt of her ſtud, a flying ſteed. 
The ſwift Grifippo, ſaid th? afflicted fair, 
(Such was the courſer's name) with ſpeed ſhall bear, 
And place yau. ſafely ig your native air; 
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Aſſiſt 
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Aſſiſt againſt the foe, with matchleſs might 

Ravage the field, and turn the donbtful fight ; 

With care protect you till the danger ceaſe, 

Your truſt in war, your ornament in peace, 

But this, I warn, beware ; whate'er ſhall lay 

To intercept your conrſe, or tempt your ſtay, 

Quit not your ſaddle, nor your ſpeed abate, 

Till ſafely landed at your palace gate, 

On this alone depends your weal or woe ; 

Such is the will of Fate, and ſo the Gods foreſhow, 

He in the ſofteſt terms repaid her love, 

And vow'd, nor age, nor abſence ſhould remove 

His conſtant faith, and fure ſhe cou'd not blame 

A ſhort divorce due to his injur'd fame. 

The debt diſcharge'd, then ſhould her ſoldier come 

Gay from the field, and fluſh'd with conqueſt, home ; 

With equal ardour her affection meet, 

And lay his laurels at his miſtreſs's feet. 

He ceas'd, and ſighing took a kind adieu; 

Then urge'd his ſteed; the fierce Grifippo flew ; 

With rapid force outſtripp'd the lagging wind, 

And left the bliſsful ſhores, and weeping fair —_—_— 

Now o'er the ſeas purſu'd his airy flight, 

No ſcower'd the plains, and climb'd the mountain's 

height, | is 

Thus driving on at ſpeed the Prince had ron 

Near half his courſe, when, with the ſetting ſun, 

As thro? a lonely lane he chance'd to ride, 

With rocks and buſhes fence'd on either fide, 

He ſpied a waggon full of wings, that lay 

Broke and o'erturn'd acrofs the narrow way, 

The helpleſs driver on the dirty road 

Lay ſtruggling, cruſh'd beneath th' incumbent load. 

Never 


z 
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Never in human ſhape was ſeen before 
A wight ſo pale, ſo feeble, and fo poor. 
Compariſons of age would do him wrong, 
For Neſtor's ſelf, if place'd by him, were young. 
His limbs were naked all, and worn ſo thin, 
The bones ſeem'd ſtarting thro” the parchment ſkin. 
His eyes half drown'd in rheum, his accents weak, 
Bald was his head, and furrow'd was his cheek. 
The conſcious ſteed ſtopp'd ihort in deadly fright, 
And back recoiling ſtretch'd his wings for flight. 
When thus the wretch with ſupplicating tone, g 
And rueful face, began his piteous moan, 
And, as he ſpake, the tears ran trickling down, 5 
O gentle youth, if pity e“er inclin'd 
Thy ſoul to gen'rous deeds, if e er thy mind 
Was touch'd with ſoft diſtreſs, extend thy care 
To ſave an old man's life, and eaſe the load I bear, 
So may propitious Heaven your journey ſpeed, 
Prolong your days, and all your vows ſucceed. 
Mov'd with the prayer the kind Porſenna Raid, 
Too nobly-minded to refuſe his aid, 
And, prudence yielding to ſuperiour grief; 
Leap'd from his ſteed, and ran to his relief; 
Remoy'd the weight, and gave the pris'ner breath, 
Juſt choak'd and gaſping on the verge of death. 
Then reach'd his hand, when lightly with a bound | 
The grizly ſpectre vaulting from the ground, | 
Seiz'd him with ſudden gripe, th' aſtoniſh'd prince, 
Stood horrour- ſtruck, and thoughtleſs of deſence. ; 
O King of Ruſſia, with a thund'ring ſound 
Bellow'd the ghaſtly fiend, at length thou'rt found. ? 
Receive the ruler of mankind, and know, | \ 
4 


My name is Time, thy ever-dreaded foe. 


"Theſe 


% 
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Theſe feet are founder 'd, and the wings you ſee 

Worn to the pinions in purſuit of thee ; 

Thro' all the world in vain for ages ſought, 

But Fate has doom'd thee now, and thou art caught. 

Then round his neck his arms he nimbly cal}, 

And ſeiz'd him by the throat, and graſp'd him fat 

Till force'd at length the ſoul forſook its ſeat, - 

And the pale breathleſs corſe fell bleeding at his feet, 
Scarce had the curſed ſpoiler left his prey, 

When, ſo it chagce'd young Zephyr paſs'd that way; 

Too late his preſence to athit his friend, 

A fad, but helpleſs witneſs of his end, 

He chaſes, and fans, and ſtrives in vain to cure 

His ſtreaming wounds; the work was done too ſure, 

Now lightly with a ſoft embrace uprears 

The lifeleſs load, and bathes it in his tears; 

Then to the bliſsful ſeats with ſpeed conveys, 

And graceful on the moſſy carpet lays 

With decent care, cloſe by the fountain's ſide, 

Where firſt the Princeſs had her Phanix ſpied. 

T here with ſweet flowers his lovely limbs he ſtrow'd, 

And gave a parting kiſs, and ſighs and tears beſtow'd. 
To that fad ſolitude the weeping dame, 

Wild with her loſs, and ſwoln with forrow, came, 

There was ſhe wont to vent her griefs, and mourn 

Thoſe dear delights that muſt no more return. 

Thither that mora with more than uſual care 

She ſped, but O what joy to find him there! 

As juit arriv'd, and weary with the way, 

Retir'd to ſoſt repoſe her hero lay. 

Now near approaching ſhe began to creep 5 

With careful ſteps, loth to Ciiturb his ſleep ; 

Till quite o'ercome with tenderneſs the flew, © 

And round his neck her arms in tranſport threw, 
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But, when ſhe found him dead, no tongue can tell 
The pangs ſhe felt; ſhe ſhriek'd, and ſwooning fell. 
Waking with loud laments the pierce'd the ſkies, 
And fill'd the affrighted foreſt with her. cries. 

That fatal hour the palace gates ſhe barr'd, 

And fix d around the coalt a ſtronger guard; 

Now rare appearing, and at diſtance ſeen, 

With crowds of black misfortunes place d between; 
Miſchiefs of ev'ry kind, corroding care, 

And fears, and jealouſies, and dark deſpair. h 
And ſince that day (the wretched world muſt own 
Theſe mournful truths by ſad experience known) 
No mortal e'er enjoy'd that happy clime, 

And ev'ry thing on earth ſubmits to Time. 


GOOD 
The EVER GREEN. 
WIXN tepid breezes fan'd the air, 
Andi violets perfum'd the glade, 


Penſive and grave my charming fair 
# Beneath yon ſhady lime was laid, 


| Flouriſh, ſaid I, thoſe favour'd boughs, 
| And ever ſoothe the pureſt flames ! 
Witneſs to none but faithful yows ! 

| Wounded by none but faithful names! 


To this which pleas'd my wandering dear ! 
| Range where ye will, ye bands of love, 
Ye ſtill ſhall ſeem to revel here, 


| 8 


| ; Lavinia 


| Yield every tree that crowns the grove 
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Lavinia ſmil'd — and whilſt her arm 
Her fair reclining head ſuſtain'd, 
Betray'd The felt ſome freſh alarm; 
And thus the meaning ſmile explaiu'd, 


When Summer ſuns ſhine forth no more, 
Will then the lime its ſhelter yield ? 
Protect us when the tempeſts roar, 
And Winter drives us from the field ? 


Yet faithful then the firſt ſhall laſt 
I ſmile, ſhe cry'd, but ah ! I tremble, 
To think when my fair ſeaſon's paſt, | 
Which Damon then will maſt reſemble, 
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OO timorous maid ! can time or chance 
A pute ingenuous flame controul ? 


O lay aſide that tender glance, 
That melts my frame, that kills my foul ! 


Were but thy outward charms admir'd, 
Frail origin of female ſway ! 

My flame like other flames inſpir'd, 
Might then like other flames decay: 


But whilſt thy mind ſhall ſeem thus fair, 
Thy ſoul's unfading charms be ſeen ; 

Thou may'ſt reſign that ſhape and air, 
Yet find thy ſwain——an ever-green, 
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LIASHIRIUS LIE SUI ILS 


To Miſs ****, By Miſs Etiza CaRTER. 


1 E midnight moon ſerenely ſinilcs 
O'er nature's ſoft repoſe, 
No lowring cloud obſcures the ſkies, 
Nor ruftling tempeſt blows. - 


IT. be 
Now every paſſion ſinks to reſt, 

' The throbbing heart lies ſtill, 

And varying ſchemes of life no more- 
Diſtract the labouring will, 


- HI. 
In ſilence huſh'd, to Reaſon's voice 
Attends each mental power ; 
Come dear Amanda, and enjoy 
Reflection's favourite hour, 


IV. 
Come while this peaceful ſcene invites, 
Let's ſearch this ample round; 
Where ſhall the lovely fleeting form 
Of Happineſs be found ? 


V. 
Does it amidſt the frolic mirth 
Of gay aſſemblies dwell ? 
Or hide beneath the ſolemn gloom 
That ſhades the hermit's cell ? 
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VI. How 
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VI. 
How oft the laughing brow of joy 
A ſick' ning heart conceals, 
And thro' the cloiſter's deep receſs . 
Invading ſorrow ſteals, 


VII, 
In vain thro' beauty, fortune, wit, 
The fugitive-we trace ! 
It dwells not in the faithleſs ſmile 
That brightens Clodio's face, 


VIII. 
Howe er our varying notions rove, 
All yet agree, in one, 
To place its being in ſome ſtate, 
At diſtance from our own, 


. 
O blind to each indulgent gift . 
Of power, ſupremely wiſe, 
Who fancy happineſs in aught 
That Providence denies, 


X. 
Vain is alike the joy we ſeek, 
And vain what we poſſeſs, 
Unleſs harmonious reaſon tunes 
The paſſions into peace, 
XI. 
To temp'rate bounds, to few deſires, 
Is happineſs confin'd, 
And deaf to folly's noiſe attends 
The muſic of the mind. 
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CYNTHIA, an Elegiac Poe 21. 
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By T. P***cy, 


— Libeat tibi Cynthia-mecum 
Roſcida muſcgſis antra tenere jugir, Por RT. 


— an aged oak's embow'ring ſhade, | 
Whoſe ſpreading arms with gray moſs fringed were» 
Around whoſs trunk the claſping ivy ſtray'd; 


A love-lorn youth oft penſive would repair. 


Faſt by, a Naid taught her ſtream to glide, 
Which thro' the dale a winding channel wore ; 
The ſilver willow deck'd its verdant ſide, 


The whiſp'ring ſedges wav'd along the ſhare, 


Here oft, when Morn peep'd o'er the duſky hill; 
Here oft when Eve bedew'd the milty vale; 
Careleſs he laid him all beſide the rill, 
And pour'd in ſtrains like theſe-his artleſs tale. 


Ah! would he ay—and then a ſigh would heave: 
Ah Cynthia! ſweeter then the breath of morn, 
Soft as the gentle breath that fans at eve, 
Of thee bereft how ſhall I live forlorn? 


Ah! what avails this ſweetly ſolemn bower, 
That ſilent ſtream where dimpling eddies play; 

Von thymy bank bedeck'd with many a flower, 
Were maple · tuſts exclude the beam of day. 


Z Robb'd 


OF POEMS. 175 


Robb'd of my love, for how can theſe delight; 
Thot laviſh Spring her ſmiles around has caſt! 

Deſpair, alas! that whelms the ſoul in night, 
Diras the ſad eye, and deadens every talte, 


As droops the lilly at the blighting gale ; 
Or * crimſon-ſpotted cowſlip of the mead, 
Whoſe tender ſtalk (alas ! their ſtalk fo frail) 
Some haſty foot hath bruis'd with heedleſs tread.: 


As droops the woodbine, when ſome village hind- 
Hach tell'd the ſapling elm it fondly bound; 
No more it gadding dances in the wind, 
But trails its fading beauties on the ground : 


So droops my ſoul, dear maid, downcaſt and ſad, 
For ever! ah! ſor ever torn from thee ; 

Bereft of each ſweet hope, which once it had, 
When love, when treacherous love firſt ſmil'd on me, 


Return bleſt days, return ye laughing hours, f 
Which led me up the roſeat ſteep of youth ; | 
Which ſtrew'd my ſimple path with vernal flowers, ; 
And bade me court chaſte Science and fair Truth. | 


Ye know, the curling breeze, or gilded fly 
That. idly wantons in the noon-tide air, 

Was not ſo free, was not ſo gay as I, 

For ah ! I knew not then or love, or care.” 


. — On ber left breaſt 
A mole cingue-ſpotted : like the crimſon drops 
TI bottonp of a cowſlip. 
Shakeſpear's Cymbeline, Act 3, 


Witneſs 
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Witneſs ye winged daughters of the year, 
If e'er a ſigh had learnt to heave my breaſt ! 


If e'er my cheek was conſcious of a tear, 
Till Cynthia came and roh'd my ſoul of reſt. 


O have you ſeen, bath'd in the morning dew, 
The budding roſe its infant bloom diſplay ; 
When firſt its virgin tints unfold to view, 
It ſhrinks and ſcarcely truſts the blaze of day, 


So ſoft, ſo delicate, fo ſweet ſhe came, 
Youth's damaſk glow juſt dawning on her cheek : 


I. gaze'd, I ſigh'd, I caught the tender flame, 
Felt the fond pang, and droop'd with paſſion, weak. 


Yet not unpitied was my pain the while ; 
For oft beſide yon ſweet-briar in the dale, 
With many a bluſh, with many a melting ſmile, . 
She fat and liſten'd to the plaintive tale. 


Ah me ! I fondly dreamt of pleafures rare, 
Nor deem d fo ſweet a face with ſcorn could glow ; 


How. could you cruel then pronounce deſpair, 
Chil the warm hope, and plant the thorn of woe ? 


What tho' no treaſures canker in my cheſt, 
Nor crowds of ſuppliant vaſſals hail me lord 


What tho'. my roof can boaſt no princely gueſt, 
Nor ſurfeits lurk beneath my frugal board ! 


Yet ſhould Content, that ſhuns the gilded bed, 
With ſmiling Peace, and Virtue there forgot, 
And roſe-lip'd Health, which haunts the ſtraw- built 
ſhed, 
With cherub Joy, frequent my little cot: 


Led 


OF POEMS. - 197” 


Led by chaſte Love, the decent band ſhould come, 
O charmer would'ſt thou deign my roof to-ſhare:? 

Nor ſhould the Muſes ſcorn. our ſimple dome, a 
Or knit in myſtic dance, the Graces fair. 


The wood-land nymphs, and gentle fays, at eve 
Forth from the dripping cave and: moſſy dell, 
Should round our hearth fantaſtic meaſure weave, 

And ſhield from miſchief by their guardian ſpell. 


Come then bright maid, and quit the city throng, 
Have rural joys no charm to win the ſoul ? 

She proud, alas! derides my. lowly ſong, 
Scorns the fond vow, and ſpurns the ruſſet tols, 


Then Love begone, thy thriftleſs empire yield; 
In youthful toils I'll loſe the unmanly pain: 
With echoing horns I rouſe the jocund field, 
Urge the keen chace, and ſweep along the plain. 


Or all in ſome lone moſs- grown tower ſublime 
With midnight lamp I'll watch pale Cynthia round 
Explore the choiceſt rolls of ancient Time, 


And heal with Wisdom s balm my hapleſs wound. 


Or elſo-Pll roam — Ah no! that ſigh profound, | 
Tells me that ſtubborn love diſdains to yield ; 

Nor flight, nor Wiſdom's balm can heal the wound, 
Nor-pain forſake me in the jocund field. 5K 


1 „ ARI Ox, 


178 A COLLECTION 


Noe SUV He .- 


SRO M wm © DE. 
By Mr. MARRIOT, 


. 
CY Uztx of each ſacred ſound, ſweet child of air, 
Who ſitting thron'd upon the vaulted ſky, 
Doſt catch the notes which undulating fly, 
Oft wafted up to thy exalted ſphere, 
On the ſoft boſom of each rolling cloud, 
Charming thy kſt'ning ear 
With ſtrains that bid the panting lover die; 
Or laughing mirth, or tender grief inſpire, 
Or with full chorus loud 
Which lift our holy hope, or fan the hero's fire : 
Enchanting Harmony, 'tis thine to cheer 
The foul by woe which ſinks oppreſt, 
From ſorrow's eye to wipe the tear, 
And on the bleeding wound to pour the balmy reſt, 
II. 
Twas when the winds were roaring loud, 
And Ocean ſwell'd his billows high, 
By favage hands condemned to die, 
Rais'd on the ſtem the trembling Leſbian ſtood. 
All pale he heard the tempeſt blow, 
As on the watry grave below 
He fix'd his weeping eye. 
Ah! hateful luſt of impious gold, 
What can thy mighty rage with-hold, 


Deaf to the melting powers of Harmony! 
| But 
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But ere the bard unpitied dies, 
Again his ſoothing art he tries, 
Again he ſweeps the ſtrings. 
Slowly ſad the notes ariſe, 
While thus in plaintive ſounds the ſweet muſician ſings, 


III. 
From beneath the coral cave 
Circled with the filver wave, 
W here with wreaths of emerald crown'd 
Ye lead the feſtive dance around, 
Daughters of Venus, hear, and fave. 
Ye Tritons, hear, whoſe blaſt can ſwell 
With mighty ſounds the twiſted ſhell ; 
And you, ye fiſter Syrens, hear, 
Ever beauteous, ever ſweet, 
Who lull the liſt' ning pilot's ear 
With magic ſong, and ſoftly breath'd deceit, 
By all the Gods who ſubjc roll 
From guſhing urns their tribute to the main ; 
By him who bids the winds to roar, 
By him whoſe trident ſhakes the ſhoar, 
If e'er for you I raiſe the ſacred ſtrain, 
When pious mariners your power adore, 
Daughters of Nereus, here and fave. 


IV. 
He ſung, and from the coral cave, 
Circled with the filver wave, 


With pitying ear 
The Nereids hear, 
Gently the waters flowing, 
The winds now ceas'd their blowing, 
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In ſilence liſt'ning to their tunefublay, 
Around the bark's ſea · beaten fide, | 
The ſacred dolphin play'd, 
And ſportive daſh'd the briny tide, 
The joyous omen ſoon the bard ſurvey'd. 
Nor fear'd with bolder leap to try the watry way, 
On his ſcaly back now. riding, 
O'er the curling billow gliding, 
Again with bold triumphant hand 
He bade the notes aſpire, 
Again to joy attun'd the lyre, 
Forgot each danger palt, and reach'd ſecure the land. 
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EPISTLE from the late Lord Viſcount 
BoLinGBROKE to Miſs Lucy Arkixs. 


228 thoughleſs CLARA to my verſe attend, 
Believe for once thy lover and thy friend; 
Heaven to each ſex has various gifts aflign'd, 
And ſhewn an equal care of humankind; 
Strength does to man's imperial race belong, 
To yours that beauty which ſubdues the ſtrong; 
But as our ſtrength, when miſapply'd, is loſt, 
And what ſhould ſave, urges our ruin moſt, 
Juſt ſo, when beauty proſtituted lies, 
Of bawds the prey, of rakes th' abandon'd prize, 
Women no more their empire can maintain, 
Nor hope, vile ſlaves of luſt, by love to reign, 
Supcriour charms but make their caſe the worſe, 
And what ſhould be their bleſſing, prove their curſe. 
Oh nymph ! that might, reclin'd on Cupid's breaſt, 
Like Piyche, ſooth the God of Love to reſt; 

Or 
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Or, if ambition move'd thee, Jove enthral, 
Brandiſh his thunder, and direct its fall; 
Survey thyſelf, contemplate ev'ry grace 

Of that ſweet form, of that angelic face, 
Then Craxa ſay, were thoſe delicious charms 


Meant for lewd brothels, and rude ruffians arms ? 
No, CxAR4A, ro! that perſon, and that mind, 

Were form'd by nature, and by Heaven deſign'd 
For nobler ends; to theſe return, tho' late, 

Return to theſe, and fo avert thy fate. 

Think CLaxa, think, (nor will that thought be vain) ? 
Thy ſlave, thy Hazzv, doom'd to drag his chain 
Of love, ill-treated and abus d, that he 

From more inglorious chains might reſcue thee. 
Thy drooping health reſtor'd; by his ſond care, 
Once more thy beauty its full loftre wear 

Move'd by his love, by his example caught, 

Soon ſhall thy ſoul, once more with virtue fraught, 
With kind and gen'rous truth thy boſom warm, 
And thy fair mind, like thy fair perſon charm, 

To virtue thus, and to thyſelf reſtor'd, 

By all admir'd, by one alone ador'd. 

Be to thy HAxRx ever kind and true, 

And live for him, who more than dies ſor you, 


* 


Vor. II. oe Aa 


rr 
* 
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EX SRAXZD EXEDR DD CYEXORED 
An ODE-to SCULPTURE. 


12 by the Muſe, my ſtep pervades 
The ſacred haunts, the peaceful thades, 
Where Art and Sculpture reign : 
T ſee, I fee, at their command, 
The living Rones in order Rand, 
And marble breathe thro' ev'ry vein! 
Time breaks his hollile ſeythe ; he ſighs 
To find his power malignant fled ; 
7 And what avails my dart, he-cries, 
«« Since theſe can animate the dead ? 
Since wake'd to mimic life, again in ſtone 
The patriot ſeems to ſpeak, the hero frown?” 
There Virtues ſilent train are ſeen, 
Faſt fix'd their looks, erect their mien, 
Lo! while with more than Stoic ſoul; 
The * Attic ſage exhauſts the bowl, 
A pale ſuffuſion ſhades his eyes, 
'Till by degrees the marble dies ! 
See there the injur'd + poet bleed! 
Ah! ſee he droops his languid head! 
What ſtarting nerves, what dying pain, 
What horrour treezes ev'ry vein ! 
'" "Theſe are thy works, © Sculpture! thine to ſhew 
In rugged rock a feeling ſenſe of woe. 


* Sccrater, who was condemned to die by poiſon. 

+ Seneca, vorn at Corduba, who, according to Pliny, 
eas orator, poet, and philoſopher, He bled to death 
in the bath, 


Let 


— ——— ¶ — 


. OF POEMS. 
Yet not alone ſuch themes demand 
The Phydian ſtroke, .the Deda. hand; 

I view with melting eyes 
A ſoſter ſcene of grief diſplay'd, 

While from her breaſt the duteous maid 

Her infant fire with food ſupplies. 

In pitying ſtone ſhe weeps to ſee 

His ſqualid hair, and galling chains: 
And trembling, on her bended knee, 

His hoary head her hand ſuſtains; 
While ev'ry look, and ſorrowing feature prove, 
How ſoft her breaſt, how great her filial love; 
Lo! there the wild | Afjrian gaeen, 

With threat ning brow, and frantic mien! 
Revenge ! Revenge ! the marble cries, 
While fury ſparkles in her eyes. 

Thus was her aweful form beheld, . . 
When Babylon's proud ſous rebel'd ; 

She left the woman's vainer care, 

And flew with looſe diſheveN'd hair; 
She ſtretch'd her hand, imbru'd in blood, 
While pale Sedition trembling ſtood ; 

In ſudden ſilence, the mad crowd obey'd 
Her awful voice, and Stygian Diſcord fled ! 
With hope, or fear, or love, by turns, 
The-marble leaps, or ſhrinks, or burns, 


t Semiramir, cum ei circa cultum capitis ſui cccupate ' 


Q 2 


nunciatum eſſet Babylonem defeciſſe ; altera parte criniunt 
adhuc ſelut! protinus ad eam expugnandam cucurrit : 
nec priut decorem capillorum in ordinem quam tantan 
urbem in poleſtutem ſuam redegit : guccircd ſlatua u: 


Babylone pofita o, &c. Val. Max. de Ira. 


As 
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As Sculpture waves her hand; 
The varying paſſions of. the mind 
Her faithful handmaids are aflign'd, 
And riſe or fall by her command. 
When now life's waſted lamps expire, 
When ſinks to duſt this mortal frame; 
She, like Promotheus, graſps the fire; 

Her touch revives the lambent flame ; 
While, Phenix-like, the ſtateſman, bard, or ſage, 
Spring freſh to life, and breathe thro' ev'ry age. 

Hence, where the organ full and clear, 
With loud hoſannas charms the ear, 
Behold (a priſm within his hands) | 
Abſord'd in thought, great ® Newton ſtands ; 
Such was his ſolemn wonted ſtate, 
His ſerious brow, and muſing gait, 
When, taught on eagle- wings to fly, 
He trace'd the wonders of the ſky; 
The chambers of the ſun explor' d, 
Where tints of thouſand hues are ſtor d; 
Whence ev'ry flower in painted robes is dreſt, 
And varying Irir ſteals her gaudy veſt. | 
Here, as Devotion, heavenly queen, 
Conducts her beſt, her fav'rite train, 

At Newton's ſhrine they bow! 

And while with raptur'd eyes they. gaze, 
With Virtue's pureſt veſtal rays, 
Behold their ardeat boſgras glow ! 


* 4 noble ſtalue of Sir Iſaac Newton, erected in Tri- 


ag-College chapel, by Dr, Smith, 


Hail, 
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Hail, mighty mind! hail, aweful name! 
I feel inſpir'd my, lab'ring brealt ; 
And lo! I pant, I burn for fame 
Come, Science, bright ethereal gueſt, 

Oh come, and lead thy meaneſt, humbleſt ſon, 
Thro' IVi/dom's arduous paths to fair renown. 

Could I to one faint ray aſpire, - 

One ſpark of that celeſtial fire, 

The leading cynoſure, that glow'd 

While Sith explor'd the dark abode, 

Where IWVi/dom fat on Nature's ſhrine, 

How great my boaſt ! what-praiſe were mine 

Illuſtrious ſage | who firſt could tell 

Wherein the powers of Mujic dwell ! 

And ev'ry magic chain uatie,. 

That binds the ſoul of Harmony! 

To thee, when mould'ring in the duſt, | 

To thee (hall ſwell the breathing buſt : 
Shall here (for this reward thy merits claim) 
Stand next in place to Newton, as in fame.“ 


eee eee 
The P.LAY-T-HIN'G changed. 


KTrrr. charming voice and face, N 
Syren- like, firſt caught my fancy; 
Wit and humour next take place, 
And now I doat on ſprightly Nancy. 


Kitty runes her pipe in vain, 
With airs moſt languiſhing and dying; 
Calls me falſe ungrateful ſwain, 
And tries in vain to ſhoot-me flying. 
Q.3 Nancy 
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Nancy with reſiſtleſs art, 

Always humorous, gay, and witty ;: 
Has talk'd herſelf into-my heart, 

And quite excluded tuneful Kitty. 


Ah Kitty! Love, a wanton boy, 
No pleas d with ſony, and now with prattic, 
Still longing for the neweſt toy, 

Has change d his whiſtle for a rattle, 


The FAB LE of JOT HAM: 


To the BoxouGEH-HUNTERS. 
By RICHARD' OWEN CAMBRIDGE, Ea; 


Jotham's fable of the trees is the oldeſt that is extant, 
and as beautiful as any which have been made fince 
that time. | Anpisox. 


Jo dos, Chap. ix. ver. 8. 


O0 Plumb, who tho' bleſt in his Xentiſh retreat, 
Still thrives by his oilſhop in Leadenballſtreet, 
With a Portugal merchant, a knight by creation, 
From a borough in Cornwall receiv'd invitation. 
Well-aſſur'd of each vote, well-equipt from the alley, 
In queſt of eleQion-adventures they ally, 
Tho' much they diſcours'd, the long way to beguile, 
Of the earthquakes, the Jews, and the change of the ſtile, 


Of the Iriſh, the ſtocks, and the lott'ry committee, 


They came ſilent and tired into Exeter city, 


„% Some 


15 
ce 
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* Some books, prithee landlord, to paſs a dull hour 
No nonſenſe of parſans, or methodiſts ſour, 
No poetical ſtuff—a damn'd jingle of rhimes, 
«« But ſome pamphlet that's new, and a touch on the 
times,” | 
* O Lord! ſays mine hoſt, yon may hunt the town 
] queſtion if any ſuch thing can be found: [round, 
* I neyer was alk'd for a book by a gueſt; 
« And I'm ſure I have all the great folk in the et. 
None of theſe to my knowledge e er call'd for a book; 
But ſee, Sir, che woman with fiſh, and the cook; 
©* Here's the ſatteſt of carp, ſhall we dreſs you a brace ? 
* Would you have any foals, or a-mullet, or plaice ?” 
* A place, quoth the knight, we mult have to be ſure, 
But firſt let us ſee that our borough's ſecure, 
« We'll talk of the place when we've ſettled the poll: 
« They may dreſs us for ſupper the mullet and ſoal. 
++ But do you, my good landlord, look over your ſhelves, 
For a bock we mult have, we're ſo tir'd of ourſelves.” 
In troth, Sir, I ne'er had a book in my life, 
But che Prayer-book and Bible I bought for my wiſe.” 
« Well! the Bible muſt do; but why don't you take in 
« Some monthly collection? the New Magazine? 
The Bible was brought and laid on the table, 
And open'd at 7o:ham's molt appoſite fable; } 
Sir Freeport began with this verſe, tho” no rhime— 
« The trees of the foreſt went forth on a time,” 
(To what purpoſe our candidates ſcarce could expect, 
For it was nat, they found, to tranſplant - but zT r) 
To the olive and fig · tree their deputies came, = 
«© But by both were refusꝰd, and their anſwer the ſame: 
Quoth the olive, ſhall I leave my fatneſs and oi! 
* For an unthankful office, a dignified toil? 
Witz 4 1 7 1 Shall 
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0 Shall I leave, quoth the fig-tree, myſweetneſs and fruit, 
«« To be envy'd, or- ſlave d, in fo vain a purſuit ? 
Thus rebuff d and ſirpriz'd they apply'd to the vine, 
He anſwer d: ſhall L leave my grapes and my wine, 
(Wine the ſovereign cordial of god and of man) 

© To be made or the tool or the head of a clan? 
At laſt, as it always falls out ia a ſcramble, - 
The mob gave the cry for a bramble ! a bramble ! 
« A bramble for ever! O] chance unexpeted ! 

«© But bramble prevail'd and was duly elected. 


O ho! quorh the knight, with a look moſt profound, 


«« Now I ſee there's ſome good ir yood books to be found. 
I wiſh I had read this ſame Bible before: I ſcore. 
« Of long miles at the leaſt *twonld have fav'd us four- 
« You, Plumb, with your olives and oil might have ſtaĩd, 
e And myſelf might have tarrĩed my wines to unlade, 


= n © 4 - «man 1 


„% What have merchants' to oof ſrom their buſineſs to 


ramble 
« Your electiuneer-errànt ſhould ſtill be a bramble. 


Thus ended at once the wiſe comment on Fotham, 
And our citizens 1 to thedorough of Gotham. 


S 
The F AKE ER A TaLE. 
By the * 


A Funde Py religious well known in the Eaft, 
Not much Abe parſon, ſtill leſs like à prieſt) 
With no canting, no ſly, Jeſuitical art, 
Field-preaching, hypocriſy, learning, or _ 
By a happy refinement in mortification, +. 
Grew the oracle, ſaint, and the pope of his nation, 
But 


ut 
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But what did he do this eſteem to acquire? 
Did he torture his head or his boſom with fire? 
Was his neck in a portable pillory caſe'd ? 
Did he faſten a chain to his leg or his waiſt ? 
No. His Holineſs roſe to this ſovereign pitch 
By the merit of running long nails in his breech. 
A wealthy young Indian, approaching the ſhrine, 
Thus in banter accoſts the prophetic divine ; 
This tribute accept for your int'reſt with FO, 
Whom with torture you ſerve, and whoſe will you muſt 
know ; 
To your ſuppliant diſcloſe his immortal decree; 
Tell me which of the heavens is allotcd for me ? 
Faxzir, 
Let me firſt ugh your merits, 
InDIAN. 
I ſlrive to be juſt : 
To be true to my friend, to my wiſe, to my truſt: 
In religion I duly obſerve ev'ry form: | 
With an heart to my country devoted and warm: 
1 give to the poor, and I lend to the rich 
Fax RER. 
But how many nails do you run in your breech ? 
IxDIAN. 
With ſubmiſſion I ſpeak to your rev'rence's tail; 
But mine has no taſte for a ten- penny nail. 
| Faxern, 
Well! I'll pray to our Prophet and get you prefer'd; 
Tho' no farther expect than to heaven the third, 
With me in the thirtieth your ſcat ts obtain, 
You muſt qualify duly with hunger and pain. 
IxptAx. 
Wich you in the thirtieth ! you impudent rogue ! 
Can ſuch wretclres as you give to madneſs a vagne ! 
| Tho' 
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Tho? the prieſthood of FO on the vulgar-impoſe, 


By iquintiog whole years at the end of their noſe, 

Though with cruel devices of mortification 

They adore a vain idol of modern creation, 

Does the God of the heavens ſuch a ſervice direct? 

Can his mercy approve a ſelf-puniſhing ſect? 

Will his wiſdom be worthip'd with chains and with nails? 

Or eber look for his rites in your noſes and tails ? 

Come along to my houſe, and thele penances leave, 

Give your belly a feaſt, and your breech a reprieve. 
This reas'ning unhinge'd each fanatical notion ; 

And ſtagger d our ſaint in his chair of promotion. 

At length with reluctance he roſe from his ſeat : 

And reſigning his nails and his fame for retreat ; 

Two weeks his new life he admir d and enjoy d: 

The third he with plenty and quiet was cloy'd. 

To hve undiſtingnith'd to him was the pain, 

An exiſtence unnotice'd he could not ſuſtain. 

In retirement he ſigh d for the ſame- giving chair: 


For the erowt to admire him, to rev renee and ſtare: 


No endearments of pleaſure and eaſe could prevail; 
He the ſaintſhip reſume'd, and new-larded his tail, 
Our Fax REER repreſents all the vot'ries of fame; 
Their ideas, their means, and their end is the ſame: 
The ſportſman, the buck; all the heroes of vice, 


With their gallantry, lewdnefs, the bottle and dice; c 


The poets, the critics, che metaphyſicians, 
The courtier, the patriot, all politicians; 
The ſtateſman begirt with the importunate ring, 
(I lad almolt compleated my lift with the king) 
All labour alike to illuſtrate my tale; 

All tortur'd by choice withe ty inviſible nail. - 
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And Jalls old Hua to his deep repoſe. 
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E 


ODE to INDEPENDENCY. 


By Mr. MASON. 


| I 
„ on my native ſhore reclin'd, 
While Silence rules this midnight hour, 
I woo thee, Govpess, On my muſing mind 
Deſcend, propitious. Power ! 
And bid theſe ruffling gales of grief ſubſide: 
Bid my calm'd foul with all thy influence ſhine ; 
And yon chaſe Orb along this ample tide 
Draws the long luſtre of her ſilver line, 
While the huſh'd breeze its laſt weak whiſper blews, 


II. 
Come to thy Vot'ry's ardent prayer, 
In all thy graceful plainneſs dreſt; 


No knot confines thy waving hair, 
No zone thy floating veſt, 

Unfullied Honour decks thine open brow, 

And Candour brightens in thy modeſt eye: 
Thy bluſh is warm Content's ethereal glow, 

Thy fmile is- Peace; thy ſtep is Liberty: 
Thou ſcatter'ſt bleſſings round with laviſh hand, 
And Spring with careleſs fragrance fills the land, » 


IIL As 
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III, 
As now o'er this lone beach I tray; 
Thy“ fav'rite Swain oft ſtole along, 
And artleſs wove his Doric lay, 
Far from the buſy throng. 
Thou heard'ſt him, Goddeſs, ſtrike the tender ſtring, 
And bad'| his foul with bolder paſhons move: 
Strait theſe reſponſive ſhores forgot to ring, 
With Beauty's praiſe, or plaint of ſlighted Love; 
To loftier flights his daring Genius roſe, 
And led the war, 'gainſt thine, and Freedom's foes. 
IV. 
Pointed with Satire's keeneſt ſteel, 
The ſhafts of Wit he darts around; 
Ev'n + mitred Dulneſs learns to feel, 
And ſhrinks beneath the wound. 
In aweful poverty his honeſt Muſe 
Walks forth vindictive thro' a venal land: 
In vain Corruption ſheds her golden dews, 
In vain Oppreſſion lifts her iron hand; 
lle fcorns them both, and, arm'd with Truth alone, 
Bids Luſt and Folly tremble on the throne, 
, V. 
Behold, like him, immortal Maid, 
The Muſes veſtal fices I bring: 
Here at thy feet the ſparks I ſpread ; 
Propitious wave thy wing, 
And fan them to that dazzling blaze of ſong, 
That glares tremendous on the ſons of Pride, 
But hark, methinks I hear her. hallow'd tongue ! 
In diſtant trills it;echoes o'er the tide ; 


w Andrew Marvell, born at Kingfion upon H all in 
the year 1620. 


+? Parker, biſhop of Oxford, 


Now 
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Now meets mine ear with warbles wildly free, 
As ſwells the Lark's meridian ecſtaſy, 
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VI. 
„ Fond Youth! to MaRVvETT's patriot ſame, 
Thy humble breaſt muſt ne'er aſpire, 
Let nouriſh ill the lambent flame; 
% Still ſtrike thy blameleſs lyre : 
Led by the moral Muſe ſecurely rove; 
* And all the vernal ſweets that vacant Youth 
Can cull ſrom buſy Fancy's fairy grove, 
„ O hang their foliage round the fane of Truth: 


To arts like theſe devote thy tuneful toil, 


And meet its fair reward in D'Azcr's ſmile.” 


VII, 
© *Tis he, my ſon, alone ſhall cheer 
„ Thy fick'ning ſoul; at that ſad hour, 
When o'er a much-lov'd Parent's bier, 
Thy duteous forrows ſhower : 
At that fad hour, when all thy hopes decline; 
„When pining Care leads on her pallid train, 
And ſees thee, like the weak, and widow'd Vine, 
« Winding thy blaſted tendrils o'er the plain. 
At that ſad hour fhall D'Arcy lend his aid, 
And raiſe with Friendſliip's arm thy drooping head. 
VIII. 
« This fragrant wreath, the Muſes meed, 
That bloom'd thoſe vocal ſhades among, 
„Where never Flatt'ry dare'd to tread, 
« Or Intercſt's ſervile throng, ; 
Receive, my favour'd fon, at my command, 
% And keep, with ſacred care, for D'Arcy's brow: 
Tell him, 'twas wove by wy immortal hand, 
„I breath'd on every flower a purer glow; 
Vor. II. R « Yay, 
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| 

| 

| ** Say, for thy ſake, I ſend the gift divine 
| To him, who calls thee 11s, yet makes thee MIXER.“ 
| 

| 
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ODE on MELANCHOLY. 
To a FRIEND. 
1 By the Same. 
id hes, 
| H! ceaſe this kind perſuaſive ſtrain, 


| 
1 
! j Which, when it flows from Friendſhip's tongue, 
i However weak, however vain, 


| ! O'erpowers beyond the Siren's ſong : 
1. Leave me, my friend, indulgent go, 
1 And let me muſe upon my woe. 
Why lure me from theſe pale retreats? 
ö f ; Why rob me of theſe penſive ſweets ? 


Can Muſic's voice, can Beauty's eye, 

Can Painting's glowing band, ſupply 

A charm ſo ſuited to my mind, 

As blows this hollow guſt of wind, 

As drops this little weeping rill 

Soft-tinkling down the moſs-grown hill, 
Whilſt thro? the welt, where ſinks the crimſon Day, 
Meek Twilight ſlowly fails, and waves her banners grey. 


II. 

Say, from Affliction's various ſource 
Do none but turbid waters flow? 
And cannot Fancy clear their courſe? 
For Fancy is the friend of Woe. 
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Say, mid that grove, in love - lorn ſtate, 
When yon poor Ringdove mourns her mate, 
Is all, that meets the ſhepherd's ear, 
4D Inſpire'd by anguiſh, and deſpair? 
Ah no, fair Fancy rules the ſong : 
She ſwells her throat; ſhe guides her tongue; 
She bids the waving Aſpin-ſpray 
Quiver in Cadence to her lay ; 
She bids the fringed Okers bow, 
And ruſtle round the lake below, 
To ſuit the tenor of her gurgling ſighs, 
And ſooth her throbbing brealt with ſolemn ſympathies, 
III. 
To thee, whoſe young and polith'd brow 
The wrinkling hand of Sorrow ſpares ; 
Whoſe cheeks, beſtrew'd with roſes, know 
No channel for the tide of tears; 
To thee yon Abbey dank, and lone, 
Where Ivy chains each mould'ring ſtone 
That nods o'er many a Martyr's tomb, 
May caſt a formidable gloom, 
Yet ſome there are, who, free ſrom fear, 
Could wander thro' the cloyſters drear, 
Could rove each deſclated iſle, 
Tho' midnight thunders ſhook the pile; 
And dauntleſs view, or ſeem to view, 
(As faintly flaſh the lightniugs blue) 
Thin ſhiv'ring ghoſts from yawning charnels throng, 
and glance with filent ſweep the ſhaggy vaults along. 
weg 
But ſuch terrific charms as theſe, 
I aſk not yet: My ſober mind 
The fainter forms of ſadneſs pleaſe ; 
My ſorrows are of ſofter kind. 
R 2 Tare? 
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Thro' this ill valley let me ſtray, 


Wrapt in ſome ſtrain of penſive GAA: 
Whoſe lofty Genius bears along 
The conſcious dignity of ſong ; 
And, ſcorning from the ſacred ſtore 
Lo walte a note on pride, or power, 
Roves, when the glimmering twilight glooms, 
And warbles mid the ruſtic tombs : 
He too perchance (fgr well I know 
His heart would melt with friendly woe), 
He too perchance, when theſe poor limbs are laid, 
Will heave one tuneful figh, and ſooth my hov'ring 
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A any Kolian lyre, awake 

And give to rapture all thy trembling ſtrings. 
From Helicon's harmonious ſprings 
A thouſand rills their mazy progreſs take: 
The laughing flowers, that round them blow, 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow, 
Now the rich ſtream of muſic winds along 
Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and ſtrong, 
Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres' golden reign : 
Now rowling down the ſleep amain, 
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Headlong, impetuous, ſec it pour ! 
The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the roar, 


I. 2. 

Oh! Sovereign of the willing ſoul, 
Parent of ſweet and ſolemn-breathing airs, 
Enchanting ſhell ! the ſullen Cares, 

And ſrantic Paſſions hear thy ſoft controul. 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of war, 

Has curb'd the fury of his car, 
And drop'd his thirſty lance at thy command. 


Perching on the ſcepter'd hand 


Cf Jove, thy magic Julls the ſeather'd king 


With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing: 


Quench'd in dark clouds of ſlumber lie 
The terrour of his beak, and lightnings of kis eye, 


I3 3. 

Thee the voice, the dance, obey, 
Temper'd to thy warbled lay. 
O'er Idalia's velvet-green 
The roſy- crowned Loves are ſeen 
On-Cytherea's day, 
With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleaſures, 
Friſking light in frolic meaſures ; 
Now purſuing, now retreating, 
Now in circling troops they meet: 
To briſk notes in cadence beating 
Glance their many-twinkling feet. 
Slow-melting ſtrains their Queen's approach declare: 
Where'er ſhe turns the Graces homage pay. 
With arms ſublime, that float upon the air, 
In gliding ſtate ſhe wins her eaſy way: 
O'er her warm cheek, and riſing boſom, move 


The bloom of young Deſire, and purple light of Love. 
R 3 II. Man's 


198 A COLLECTION 


II. . 
Man's ſeeble race what ills await, 
Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain, 
Diſeaſe, and Sorrow's weeping train, 
And Death, ſad reſuge ſrom the ſtorms of Fate! 
The ſond complaint, my ſong, diſprove, 
And juſtiſy the laws of Jove. 
Say, has he giv'n in vain the heavenly Muſe? 
Night, and all her ſickly dews, 
Her Spectres wan, and birds of boding cry, 
He gives to range the dreary ſky : 
Till down the caſtern cliffs afar 
Hyperion's march they ſpy, and glit'ring ſhafts of war. 


II. 2. 


In climes beyond the ſolar road, 
Where ſhaggy forms o'er ice-built inountains roam, 
The Mule has broke the twilight gloom 
To cheer the ſhiv'ring native's dull abode, 
And oft, bencath the od'rous thade 
Of Chili's boundleſs foreſts laid, 
She deigns to hear the ſavage youth repeat, 
In looſe numbers wildly ſweet, 
Their feather- cinctur'd Chiefs, and duſky Loves, 
Her track, where'er the Goddeſs roves, 
Glory purſue, and generous Shame, 
Th' unconquerable Mind, and Freedom's holy flame. 


3 


Wocds., that wave o'er Delphi's ſteep, 
Iles, that crown th' Egzan deep, 
Fields, that cool Iliſſus laves, 


Or where Mæander's amber waves 
In lingering lab'rinths creep, 


How 


War. 


me, 
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How do your tuneful Echoes languill:, 
Mute, but to the voice of Anguiſh! 

Where each old poetic mountain 

Inſpiration breath'd around ; 

Ev'ry thade and hallow'd fountain 
Murmur'd deep a ſolemn ſound : 

Till the ſad Nine in Greece's evil hour 
Left their Parnaſſus for the Latian plains. 
Alike they ſcorn the pomp of tyrant Power, 
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 
When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loſt, 
They ſought, O Albion! next, thy ſea-encircled coaſt; 


A:. 

Far from the ſun and ſummer-gale, 
In thy green lap was Nature's darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Avon ftray'd, 
To him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face: The dauntleſs child 
Stretch'd forth his little arms, and ſmil'd, 
This pencil take (fhe ſaid) whoſe colours clear 
Richly paint the.vernal year : 
Thine too theſe golden keys, immortal Boy ! 
This can unlock the gates of Joy; 
Of Horrour that, and thrilling fears, 
Or ope the ſacred ſource of ſympathetic tears. 


III. 2. 
Nor ſecond he, that rode ſublime 
Upon the ſeraph-wings of Extaſy, 
The ſecrets of th' Abyſs to ſpy. 
He paſs'd the flaming bounds of place and time : 
The living throne, the ſaphire blaze, 
Where angels tremble while they gaze, 
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He ſaw ; but blaſted with exceſs of light, 

Cloſed his eyes in endleſs night. 

Behold, where Dryden's leſs preſumptuous car, 

Wide o'er the fields of glory bear 

Two courſers of ethereal race, [ pace, 
With necks in thunder cloath'd, and long-reſounding 


III. 3. 
Hark, his hands the lyre explore 
Bright-ey'd Fancy hovering o'er 


: Tratters from her pictur d urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 


But ah ! 'tis heard no more 
Oh! lyre divine, what daring ſpirit 

Wakes thee now? tho' he inherit 

Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 

That the Theban- eagle bear 

Sailing with ſupreme dominion 

Thro' the azure deep of air: 

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 

Such ſorms, as glitter in the Muſe's ray 

With orient hues, unborrow'd of the ſun: 

Yet ſhall he mount, and keep his diſtant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 

Beneath the Good how far—but far above the Great, 
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By the ſame. 


| why 
c R ſeize thee, ruthleſs King! 
i Confuſion on thy banners wait, 
* Tho' fann'd by Conqueſt's crimſon wing” 
* They mock the air with idle ſtate, 
© Helm, nor Hauberk's twiſted mail, 
Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, ſhall avail 
To fave thy ſecret ſoul from nightly fears, 
From Cambria's curſe, from Crambria's tears! 
Such were the ſounds, that o'er the creſted pride 
Of the firſt Edward ſcatter'd wild diſmay, 
As down the ſteep of Snowdon's ſhaggy ſide 
He wound with toilſome march his long array. 
Stout Gloſter ſtood aghaſt in ſpeechleſs trance: 
To arms! cried Mortimer, and couch'd his quiv'ring 

lance, 
I. 2. 


On a rock, whoſe haughty brow 
Frown's o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Robed in the ſable garb of woe, 6 
With haggard eyes the Poet ſtood ; 


* The above Ode is ſounded en a tradition current iu 
ales, that Enwand the Firſt, when he compleated 
the conqueſt of that country, ordered all the Bards, 
that fell into his hands, to be put to death, 


(Looſe 
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(Looſe his beard, and hoary hair 

Stream d, like a meteor, to the troubled air) 

And with a Maſter's hand, and Prophet's fire, 

Struck the deep ſorrows of his lyre. 

Hark, how each giant-oak, and deſert cave, 

* Sighs to the torrent's aweful voice beneath ! 

Ober thee, oh King! their hundred arms they wave, 
© Revenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe ; 
Vocal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, 


* To high-born Hoel's harp, or ſoft Llewellyn's lay. 


va L 3. 
* Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 
« That huſh'd the ſtormy main : 
Brave Urien fleeps upon his craggy bed: 
Mountains, ye mourn in vain - 
* Modred, 'whoſe magic ſong 
Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-top'd head. 
On dreary Arvon's ſhore they lie, 
« Smear'd with gore, and ghaſtly pale: 
* Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens ſail; 
The famiſh'd Eagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. 
Dear loſt companions of my tuneful art, 
* Dear, as the light, that viſits theſe ſad eyes, 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
* Ye died amidſt your dying country's cries——- 
* No more I weep. They do not ſleep, 
On yonder cliffs, a griſly. band, 
I ſee them ſit, they linger yet, 
* Avengers of their native land: 
Wich me in dreadful harmony they join, 
* And weave with bloody hands the tiſſue of thy line. 


. . 
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II. 1. 
„% Weave the warp, and weave the woof, 
«© The winding-ſheet of Edward's race, 
« Give ample-room, and verge enough 
„The characters of hell to trace. 


Mark the year, and mark the night, 
When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright 


** The ſhricks of death, thro' Berkley's roofs that ring, 


„ Shrieks of an agonizing 'King ! 

** She-Wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 

That tear'ſt the bowels of thy mangled Mate, 

From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs 

The ſcourge of Heaven. What terrours round him 
% ait! 

Amazement in his van, with Flight combin'd, 

„And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 


II. 2, 

„Mighty Victor, mighty Lord, 
Lo on his funeral couch he lies 
„No pitying heart, no eye afford 
© A tear to grace his obſequies, 
« Is the ſable Warriour fled ? 
Thy ſon is gone, He reſts among the Dead. 
The Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were born? 
+ Gone to ſalute the riſing Morn. 
Fair laughs the Morn, and ſoft the Zephyr blows, 
While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 
* In gallant trim the gilded Veſſel goes; 
* Youth on the prow, and Pleaſure at the helm; 
© Regardleſs of the ſweeping Whirlwind's ſway, 
That, huſh'd in grim repoſe, expeAs his evening- 

«4 prey. 
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a, x7 

«« Fill high the ſparkling-bowl, 
The rich repalt prepare, 
«© Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhare the feaſt :. 
0 Cloſe by the regal chair 
« Fell Thirſt and Famine ſcowl 
0 A baleful ſmile upon their baffled Gueſt, 
« Heard ye the din of battle bray ? 
Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe ? 
„Long Years of havock urge their deſtined courſe, 
And thro? the kindred fquadrons mow their way. 
* Ye Towers of Julius, London's laſting ſhame, 
With many a foul and miduight murther fed, 
© Revere his Conſort's faith, his Father's ſame, 
And ſpare the meek Uſurper's holy head. 
„ Above, below, the roſe of ſnow, 
++ Twined with her bluſhing.foe, we ſpread : 
The briſtled Boar in infant - gore 
„ Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade. 
«© Now, Brothers, bending o'er th' accurſed loom, 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom, 

MLT, 

« Edward, lo! to ſudden fate 
« (Weave we the woof, The thread is ſpun) 
« Half + of thy heart we conſecrate. 
(The web is wove, The work is done.)“ 


* Richard the Second, (as we are told by Archbiſhop 
Scroop, Thomas li alſingbam, and all the older avri- 
ters,) was ſtarved to death, The flory of his aſſaſſination 
by Sir Piers of Exon, is of much later date. 

+ Eleanor of Caftile died a few years after the cen- 
vue of Wales. The heroic pros ſhe gave of her affec- 
tion for her Lord is well known, The monuments of his 
regret, and ſorrow for the I:f5 of her, are ſtill ta be 
ſeen in ſereral parts of England, F 
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Stay, oh ſtay! nor chus forlorn 

* Leave me unbleſs'd, unpitied, here to mourn: 

In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern ſkies, 

© They melt, they vaniſh from my eyes. 

* But oh ! what ſolemn ſcenes on Snowdon's height 

* Deſcending ſlow their glitt'ring ſkirts unroll ? 
Viſions of glory, ſpare my aching fight, 

* Ye unborn Ages, crowd not on my foul ! 

No more our long loſt Arthur we bewail. 

* All-hail “, ye genuine Kings, Britannia's Iſſue hail ! 


NI. 2. 
Girt with many a Baron bold, 


Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; 

* And gorgeous Dames, and Stateſinen old 

* In bearded majeſty, appear, 

In the midſt a Form divine! 

Her eye proclaims her of the Briton- line; 
Her lyon: port, her awe- commanding face, 

* Attemper'd ſweet to virgin- grace. 

What firings ſymphonious tremble in the air, 
What ſtrains of voral tranſport round her play 
Hear from the grave, great Talieſſin +, hear; 

* They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and ſoaring, as ſhe ſings, 
* Waves in the eye of Heaven her many-colour'd wings. 


* Acceſſion of the line Tudor, 


+ Talieſin, Chief of the Bards, flouriſhed in the fixth 
Century. His works are till preſerved, and his memo- 
ry held in high veneration among his Countrymen, 
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l III. 3. : 
The verſe adorn again 
© Fierce War, and faithful Love, 
And Truth ſevere, by fairy Fiction dreſt. 
In buſkin'd meaſures move 
Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, 
ö © With Horrour, Tyrant of the throbbing breaſt. 
A Voice, as of the Cherub-Choir, 
* Gales from blooming Eden bear ; 
And diſtant warblings leſſen on my ear, 
That loſt in long futurity expire. 
Fond impious Man, think'ſt thou yon ſanguine cloud, 
* Rais'd by thy breath, has quench'd the orb of day? 
To- morrow he repairs the golden flood, 
* And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 
* Enough for me: With joy I ſee 
The different doom our Fates aſſign. 
« Be thine Deſpair, and ſcepter'd Care, 
* To triumph, and to die are mine,” 
He ſpoke, and headlong from the mountain's height 
Deep in the roaring tide he plunge d to endleſs night. 
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By Lord LYTTLETON. 


Written in the Year 1732. 


I. 
When Dr 1A on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move; 


Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love ? 


IL 
Whene er {he ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear, 
No other wit but her's approve; 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love ? 


III. 

If ſhe ſome other youth commend, 
Though I was once his fondeſt friend, 
His inſtant enemy I prove; 

Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love ? 
IV. 

When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 

The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhadieſt grove ; 
Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love? 


> # 

When fond of power, of beauty vain, 
Her nets ſhe ſpread for every ſwain, 
I trove to hate, but vainly ſtrove 

Tell me, my Heart, if this be Love? 
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Larinda, dearly Jov'd, attend, 

The counſels of à faithful friend; 
Who with the warmeſt wiſhes fraught, 
{ Feels all, at leaſt, that friendſhip ought h 
But fince by ruling Heaven's deſign, 
Another's fate ſhall influence thine ; 
O! may theſe lines for him prepare 
| A bliſs, which I would die to ſtare ! 
| Man may for wealth or glory roam, 

N But woman muſt be bleſt at home; 
| To this ſhould all her ſtudies tend, 
This her great object and her end. 
Diſtaſte unmingled pleaſures bring, 
And uſe can blunt Affliction's ſting; 
Hence perfect bliſs no mortals know, 
And few are plunge'd in utter woe; 
While nature arm'd againſt deſpair, 
Gives power to mend, cr ſtrength to bear; 
And half the thought content may gain, 
Which Splcen employs to purchaſe pain, 

Trace not the fair domeſtic plan, 

From what you would, but what you can 
Nor, . peeviſh, ſpurn the ſcanty ſtore, 
Becauſe you think you merit more ! 
Bliſs ever differs in degree, 
Thy ſhare alone is meant for thee; 


And 


OF POEMS. 209 


And thou ſhould'ſt think, however ſmall, 
That ſhare enough, for tis thy all: 
Vain ſcorn will aggravate diſtreſs, - 
And only make that little leſs, -- 
+ Admit whatever trifles come, 
Units compoſe the largeſt ſum : 
O-! tell them o'er, and ſay how vain 
Are thoſe which form ambition's train : 
Which ſwell the monarch's gorgeous ſtate, + 
And bribe to ill the guilty great ! 
But thou more bleſt, more wiſe than theſe, . 
Shalt build up happineſs on eaſe. | 
Hail ſweet Content l where joy ſerene 
Gilds the mild ſoul's unruffled ſcene ; 
And with blith Fancy's pencil wrought, 
Spreads the white web of flowing thought ; - 
Shines lovely in the cheerful face, 
And cloaths each charm with native grace; 
Effuſion pure of bliſs fincere, | 
A veſtment for a god to wear. 
Far other ornaments compoſe 
The garb chat ſhrouds diſſembled woes, 
Piece d out with motely dies and ſorts, 
Freaks, whimſies, ſeſtivals, and ſports; 
The troubled mind's fantaſtic dreſs, 
Which madneſs titles happineſs. 
While the gay wretch to revels bears 
The pale remains of ſighs and tears; 
And ſeeks in crowds, like her undone, - 
What only can be found in one. 
But, chief, my gentle friend! remore 
Far from thy couch ſeducing love ! 
O! ſhun the falſe magician's art, 
Nor truſt thy yet unguarded heart! 
S 3 Charm'd 
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Charm'd by his ſpells fair honour flies, 
And thouſand treach'rons' phantoms riſe : 
Where guilt in beauty's ray beguiles, 
And ruin lurks in friendſhip's ſmiles. 

Lo! where th' enchanted captive dreams 
Of warbling groves, and purling ſtreams ;: 
Of painted. meads, of flowers that ſhed 
Their odours round her fragrant bed, 
Tick ſhifts the ſcene, the charm is loſt, 
She wakes upon a deſert coalt ! 

No friendly hand to lend its aid, 

No guardlan bower to ſpread: its ſhade ; 
Expos'd to ev'ry chilling blaſt, 

She treads th' inhoſpitable waſte ; 


And down the drear decline of life, 


Sinks a forlora, diſhonour'd wife. 

Neglect not thou the voice of Fame, 
But clear from crime, be free from blame 
Tho' all were innocent within, 

Tis guilt to wear the garb. of (in, 
Virtue rejecte the foul diſguiſe: 

None merit praiſe who praiſe deſpiſe, 
Slight not, in ſupercilious ſtrain, 
Long - practis'd modes, as low or vain ! 

The world will vindicate their cauſe, 
And claim blind faith in cuſtom's laws, 
Safer with multitudes to ſtray, 

'Than tread alone a fairer way ; 


To mingle with the erring throng, 


Than boldly ſpeak ten millions wrong, 
Beware of the relentlefs train 

Who forms adore, whom forms maintain! 

Leſt prudes demure, or coxcombs loud, 

Accuſe thee to the partial crowd; 


Foes 
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Focs who the laws of honour flight, 
A judge who meaſures guilt by ſpite, 
Behold the ſage Aurelia ſtand, 
Diſgrace and Fame at her command! 
As if Heaven's delegate delign'd, 
Sole arbiter of all her kind, 
Whether ſhe try ſome favour'd piece, 
By rules devis'd in ancient Greece ; 
Or whether modern in her flight, 
She tells what Paris thinks polite. 
For much her talents to advance, 
She ſtudy d Greece and travel'd France. 
There learn'd the happy art to pleaſe, 
With all the charms of labour'd eaſe ; 
Thro' looks and nods with meaning fravght, 
To teach what ſhe was never taught. 
By her each latent ſpring is ſeen, 
The workings foul of ſecret ſpleen; 
The guilt that ſculks in fair pretence, 
Or ſolly veil'd in ſpecious ſenſe, 
And much her righteous ſpirit grieves, 
When worthleſſneſs the world deceives ;: 
Whether the erring erowd- commends 
Some patriot ſway'd by private ends; 
Or huſband truſt a faithleſs wife, 
Secure in 1gnorance from ſtrife. » 
Averſe ſhe brings their deeds to view, 
But juſtice claims the rig'rous due; 
Humanely anxious to produce 
At leaſt ſome poſſible excuſe. 
O ne'er may Virtue's dire diſgrace, 
Prepare a triumph for the baſe ! 
Mere forms the fool implicit ſway, 


Which witlings with contempt ſurvey. 
es Blind 
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© Blind folly no defect can ſee, 
Half wiſdom views but one degree; ; 
The Wiſe remoter uſes reach, - 
Which judgement and experience teach. 
Whoever would be pleas d and pleaſe, 
Muſt do what others do with eaſe. 
Great precept undefin'd by rule, 
And only learn'd in Cuſtom's ſchool; 
To no peculiar form confin'd,. 
It ſpreads thro* all the human kind; 
Beauty and wit and worth . 
Yet graceful in the good and wiſe. 
Rich with this gift and none beſide, - 
In faſhion's ſtream how many glide ? 
Secure from ev'ry mental woe, 
From treach'rous friend or open foe ; + 
From ſocial ſympathy that ſhares 
The public loſs or private cares: 
Whether the barb'rous foe invade, - 
Or merit pine in fortune's ſhade, 
Hence gentle Anna ever gay, 
The ſame to-morrow as to-day ; - 
Save where, perchance, when others weep, 
Her cheek the decent ſorrow "9s 7 
Save when perhaps a melting tale, 
O'er ev'ry tender breaſt prevail. 
The good, the bad, the great, the ſmall, 
She likes, ſhe loves, ſhe honours all, 
And yet if ſland'rous malice blame, 
Patient ſhe yields a fiſter's fame. 
Alike of Satire or of Praiſe, 
She ſays whate'er the circle ſays ; 
Implicit does whate'er we do, 
Without - one point or wiſh in view, 
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Sure teſt of others, faithful glaſs 

Thro' which the various phantoms pag, 

Wide blank, unfeeling when alone, 

No care, no joy, no thought her own, 
Not thus ſucceeds the peerleſs dame, 

Who looks, and talks, and acts for fame; 

Intent, ſo wide her cares extend, 

To make the univerſe her friend. 

Now with the gay ia frolics ſhines, 

Now reaſons deep with deep divines. 

With courtiers now extols the great, 

With patriots ſighs o'er Britain's fate, 

Now breathes with zealots holy fires, 

Now melts in leſs refin'd deſires, 

Doom'd to exceed in each degree, 

Too wiſe, too weak, too proud, too free, 

Too various for one ſingle word, 

The high ſublime of deep abſurd, 

While ev'ry talent nature grants, 

Juſt ſerves to ſhew how much ſhe wants, 
Altho' in combine 

The virtues of our ſex and thine : 

Her hand reſtrains the widow's tears, 


Her ſenſe informs, and ſooths and cheers - 


Yet like an angel in diſguiſe, 

She ſhines but to ſome favour'd eyes; 

Nor is the diſtant herd allow'd 

To view the radiance thro” the cloud. 
But thine is every winning art, 

Thine is the friendly honeſt heart : 

And ſhould the gen'rous ſpirit flow, 

Beyond where prudence fears to go; 

Such ſallies are of nobler kind, 


Than virtues of à narrow mind. 
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ODE, wrote on the Birth of Miſs M. H. G. 
By Miſs E. K. 


* 
H lovely Babe ! to thee at length is giv'n 
To view the gladſome light of Heaven: 
That ſacred light, by whoſe propitious aid, 
Hereafter, thine enraptur'd eyes 
Shall fee in order fair diſplay'd, 
Each beauty of the earth, each wonder of the ſkies, 
II. | | 
Lovely ſtranger, bail ! 
But ah, thou ſeemeſt to bewail 
Thine entrance on this mighty ſtage; 
| Thou ſhrinkeſt from the chilly air, 
Unconſcious of the ſcenes of good and fair. 
Alas too many of maturer age, 
Like thee, perceive atone 
The hardſhips in their fate: 
To them remains unknown 
The bleſſings, the delights, attendant on their ate, 


III. 
Let ſhall thy future days 

Proclaim thee wiſer far than theſe, - 

If (ſcorning the reſtrictions vain 

Wich would our Sex deter 
From mingling with“ SorniA's honour'd train, 
And bound us in a mean, a narrow ſphere; ) 

* Wiſdom, " 

4 Thou 
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Thou nobly dar'ſt infringe thoſe hateful rules, 
Which pedantry preſeribes to weak complying fools. 


IV, 
Not Prejudice's moſt illiberal child, 
Preſumeth to avow a thought ſo wild 
As this, That Heaven has not conjoin'd, 
To aveman's frame a reaſoning mind.“ 
And who but Gop may bound 
Th' excurfions of a gen'rous ſoul, 
When conſcious of its powers, from pole to pole 
It rapid darts; and thro” creation's round 
The haunts of truth explores: or elſe aſcends 
On keen Imagination's vig'rous wings, 
To view the poſſibilities of things? 
And lo, Divine Effulgence ſtrikes its gaze! 
At once its wand'ring ends: 
No vulgar object now can check its aims; 
The Sire, the ſource of all, its whole attention claims, 
. 
Bigotted worſhippers of cuſtom ſay ; 
Is it indeed a crime, 
By Science and by Fancy's aid to climb 
The elevated, yet delightful road, 
Which leads direct to Gov ! 
And did the Deity diſplay 
Such gracious ſkill in forming human-kind, 
Yet to employ the female breaſt 
No higher cares aſſign'd, 
Than how to dreſs the fleece, or regulate. the feaſt ? 


VI, 
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VI, 
Nor do I in my Sex's name aſſert, | 
That Woman's time and thought 
Should be in ſtudy 0 ſpent: 
For ſure it profits naught 
Even, Plats like, to reaſon or refine; 
If in a ſolitude unſocial pent, 
We fail to execute one good deſign. 
Or if when in the buſy world we dwcl, 
We itrive not to excel 
In the performance of our proper part. 


VII. 
But genuine Wiſdom never can produce 
A diſregard of action: She inſpires 
No impious defires ; | 
Such as the wiſh to live for ſelf alone. 
She prompts not to diſpiſe 
Whate'er can be of ufe 
To others real intereſt, or our own. 
She ſtrengthens Kindred's ties ; 
And teaches us know 
What duties or from Sex, or ſituation flow, 


VIII. 
Maria, ſuch is that exalted friend, 
I to thy future love would recommend, 
Guided by her, thro' boundleſs ſpace, 
Unerring may'ſt thou range 
Where worlds on worlds, in order bright, 
Shall burſt upon thy fight. 
Nor ſeldom ſhall thy wond'ring eye 
Diſcern a preſent Deity. 


« ur views from earth; the allated ſphere 


Like theſe we now-behold, oppreſs the dazzled ſenſe, 


And be thy nobler parts companion after death. 
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% But why” (L hear her cry) © ſhould'we eſtrange 


« Of human- kind? with greater eaſe ye trace 
The fair effects of heavenly ſapience there: 
« While ſcenes all glorious and immenſe, 


* 


a IX. | F. 

% Les; to well - inſtructed thought, 

With endleſs beauties earth is traught, * 
And could thy mental eye behold 

The globe, at one aſtoniſhing ſurvey, 
Thou ſhouldſt pronounce it good: 

« As did th' Omniſcient of old, 

„% When with complacency he view'd, 

The lovely future ſcene“whieh in idea lay. 


»@ » 


X, 
% Nor murmur thou that for a purpoſe wile, 
++ Knowledge ſo vaſt to thee thy God denies. 
© Whate'er concerns thy preſent ſtate, 
The Almighty's delegate 
«© Conſcience ; that teacher foul-enſtirin'd, 
„ Shall diate to thy mind, 
© Conſcience fhall aid thee with a force divine, 
In all the moral offices of life; | 
And give thee in each character to ſhine, 
As citizen, as daughter, friend, or wife. 
* And when th' appointed time ſhall e come 
„Which lays thy body in the tomb, 
„J, Wiſdom, will attend thy lateſt breath, 
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$5$94000$+0400044444944 
The COMPLAINT. An ELEGY. 
By J—, H—, 


H Albion! fam'd for arts, in arms renown'd, 
Where ev'ry grace once rear'd its lovely head, 
Where are thy ancient virtues to be found ? 
Say to what clime is thy Aſtræa fled ? 


While Rapme ſtalks gigantic thro' thy fireets, 
And madd'ning Laſt, whoſe ſacrilegious hand, 
With violation taints whate'er it meets, 
And ſpreads diſorders o er a groaning land. 


Iuftrious youths ! ye great ones of the earth, 
For whom fair Science opes her myſtic page, - 
How can ye ſtain the mead of laurel'd worth, 

By foul pollution, and adult'rous rage? 
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Say, can the guilty pleaſures of an hour, 
Too dearly bought ; and, ab ! as quickly fled, 
Make you forget what's due to Virtue's power, 
Or what to Nature, TT 


The ſpeaking eye, the ſoul.inchanting grace, 
Which fed deſire, and charm'd the raviſh'd fight ; 


Say, can deſire itſelf ſo foul deface, 
And ch ange to horrour ſcenes of ſoft delight? 
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See where the lovely, defolated maid, - 
Sits ſadly ſighing to the midnight air, 
To Heaven complains of eafy faith betray'd, 
And beats her breaſt, the feat of black deſpair; - 


Or, ah ! more horrid, frantic-all, -and wild, 
Cruel, perhaps, her offspring ſhe deftroys ; 
And, impious dooms to death her 'guiltleſs child, 

The hapleſs vitim of uahallow'd joys ! 


Alas for mercy ! where is pity flown; - | 


If ſcenes like theſe can fail to draw a tear, 
From ſuch as Virtue's lore have ever known, - 
Or prov'd the 3 of a love ſincere ? 


Is other parts, 22 wanton wiſhes guide, b 5 
The giddy youths ſeek out the harlot's train, 

Sink on their breaſts, their blandiſhments abide, 
And with ſhort N PR nog * 


Hence cold indiff rence damps your marriage . j 
Hence dire diſeaſe infects the boiling blood, 

Cats ſhort the thread of life, fair health deſtroys, 
And with black poiſon taints the vital flood, 


By foul debauch, and luſt adult'rous driv'n, £4 
See weeping Hymen quits this once-lov'd ſhore, 
Inverts his bleſſings, takes his flight to-heaven, 
And for your children lights his torch no more. 


Ah J yet recal him, and his ſtay inſure :— 
Purſue not Virtue to her laſt retreat, 

The breaſt of beauty: — ſhun the harlot's lure, 
Whoſe ways are mis'ry, and her paths deceit. 


T 2 Io 


* _ W LE * 
* » = *** * 


320 A COLLECTPON 


So may the fair ſtill ſmile upon your youth, 
Twine myrtle wreaths your laurel'd brows to grace; 
Still meet your faithful vows with love and truth, 


And crown your bleſſings with a virtuous race, 


Where Elifs like this the laughing hours employ, 
Still ſhall life's landſcape ſhine ſerenely bright, 
While Wiſdom's ſelf ſhall ſanctiſy your joys, % 

And conicious worth ighance each dear light, 
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A VISION, 


By JOHN GILBERT COOPER, Egg. 


wa kime the jocund roſy · boſom'd Hours 
Led forth the train of Phœbus and the Spring, 

And Zephyr mild profuſely ſcatter'd flowers 
On Earth's green mantle from his muſky wing, 


The Morn unbarr'd th' ambroſial gates of light, 
Weſtward the raven-pinion'd Darkneſs flew, 

The landicape ſmil'd in vernal beauty bright, 
And to their graves the ſullen ghoſts withdrew: 


The nightingale no longer ſwell'd her throat 
With love-lorn plainings tremulous and flow, 
And on the wings of Silence ceas'd to float 
The zurgling notes of her melodious woe: 
The 
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The god of ſleep myſterious viſions led 
In gay proceſſion 'fore the mental eye, 
And my freed ſoul a while her manſion fled, 
To try her plumes for immortality, 


Thro' fields of air, methought, 1 took my flight, 
Thro' ev'cy clime, o'er ev'ry region paſs'd, 

No paradiſe or ruin 'ſcap'd my fight, . 
Heſperian garden, or Cimmerian waſte. 


1 


On Avon's banks I lit, whoſe ſtreams appear (tomb, 
To wind with eddies fond round SHAKgSPEAR'S 


The year's firſt feath'ry ſongſters warble near, 
And vi lets breathe, and earlieſt roſes bloom. 


Here Fancy ſat, (her dewy fingers cold 
Decking with flowerets freſh th' unſullied ſod,) 
And bath'd with tears the ſad ſupulchral mould, 
Her fav'rite offspring's long and laſt abode. 


Ah! what avails; ſhe cry'd, a poet's name? 
Ah ! what avails th' immortalizing breath, 

To ſnatch from dumb Oblivion other's fame ? 
My darling child here lies a prey: to death! 


Let gentle OTw «v, white-rob'd Pity's prieſt, . 
From grief domeſtic teach the tears to flow,.. 

Or SouTHERN captivate th' impaſſion d breaſt 
Wich heart · ſelt ſighs, and ſympathy of woe. 


For not to theſe h genius was confin'd, 
Nature and I each tuneful power had given, 
Poetie trenſports of the madding mind, 


And the wing'd words that waft the ſoul to heaven. 
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The fiery glance of th' intelleQual eye; 
Piercing all objects of creation's ſtore, 

Which on this world's extended ſurface lie ; 
And plaſtic thought that ſtill created more. 


O grant, with eager rapture I reply'd, 

Grant me, great goddeſs of the changeful eye; 
To view each being in poetie pride, 

To whom thy ſon gave immortallty. 


Sweet Fancy ſmil'd, and wav'd her myſtic rod, 
When ftrait theſe viſions felt her powerful arm, 
And one by one ſucceeded at her nod, 
As vaſſal ſprites obey the wizard's charm. 


Firſt a celeſtial form * (of azure hue 
Whoſe'mantle, bound with brede ztherial, flow'd 

To each ſoft breeze. its balmy breath that drew) * 
Swift down the ſun-beams-of the noon · tide rode, 


Obedient to the necromatic ſway 

Of an old ſage to ſolitude reſign'd; 
With fenny vapours he obſcur'd the day, 
Launch'd the long lightning, and let loofe the wind, 


He whirl'd the tempeſt thro' the howling air, 
Rattled the dreadful thunderclap on bigh, 
And rais'd a roaring elemental war 
Betwixt the ſea-green waves and azure ſky. 


Then, like heaven's mild ambaſſador of love- 
To man repentant, bad the tumult ceaſe, 

Smooth'd the blue boſom of the realms above, 

And huſh'd the rebel elements to peace. 


„„ in the Tempeſt. 
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Unlike to this in ſpirit or in mien 
Another form * ſucceeded:to my view; 
A.two-legg'd brute which Nature made in ſpleen, 
Or from-the loathing womb unfiniſh'd drew. 


Scarce could he ſyllable the curſe he thought, 
Prone were his eyes to earth, his mind to evil, 
A carnal fiend to imperſection wrought, 
The mongrel offspring of a witch and devil. 


Next bloom'd, upon an ancient forelt's bound, 
The flow'ry margin þ of a filent ſtream, 

O'er-arch'd by oaks with ivy mantled round, 
And gilt by ſilver Cynthia's maiden beam. 


On the green carpet of ch' unbended graſs; 
A dapper train of female fairies play'd, 

And ey'd their gambols in che watry glaſs, 
That ſmoothly ſtole along the ſhad'wy glade. 


Thro' theſe the queen Titania paſs'd ador'dg, 
Mounted aloft in her imperial car, | 

Journeying to ſee great Oberon her lord 
Wave the mock battles of a ſportive war. 


Arm'd cap-a-pee forth march'd the fairy king, 
A ſtouter warriour never took the field, 
His threat'ning launce a hornet's horrid ſting, 


The ſharded beetle's ſcale his ſable ſhield, 


Caliban in the Tempel. | 
+ Fairy land from the Midſummer-night's Dream. 
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Around their chief the elfin boſt appear'd, 
Each little helmet ſpackled like a ar, 

And their ſharp ſpears in pierceleſs phalanx rear d. 
A grove of thiſtles, glitter'd in the air. 


The ſcene then change'd, from this romantic land, 
To a bleak waſte by bound'ry unconfin'd, 

Where three ſwart ſiſters * of the averrd band 
Were mutt'ring curſes to the troublous wind. . 


Pale Want had wither'd every furrow'd face, 
Bow'd was each carcaſe with the weight / of years, 
And each ſunk eye - ball from its hollow ca ſe 
Diſtill'd cold rheum's involuntary tears. 


Hors'd on three ſtaves they poſted to the bourn 
Of a drear iſland, where the pendent brow 

Of a rough rock, ſhagg'd horribly with thorn, 
Frown'd on the boiſt'rous waves which rage'd below. 


Deep in a gloomy grot remote from day, 
Where ſmiling Comfort never ſhew'd her. face, 
Wher@light ne'er enter'd, ſave one rueful ray 
Diſcov'ring all the terrours of the place, 


They held damn'd myſt'ries with infernal ſtate, 
Whilſt ghaſtly ſpectres glided flowly by, 

The ſcreecb-owl ſcream'd the dying call of fate, 
And ravens croak'd their daleful augury. 


No human footſtep cheer'd the dread abode, 

Nor ſign of living creature could be ſeen, 
Save where the reptile ſnake, or ſullen toad, 

The murky floor had ſoil'd with venom green. 


1 The roitches is Macbeth. 
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Sudden I heard the whirlwind's hollow ſound, 
Each werd ſiſter vaniſh'd into ſmoke. 
Now a dire yell of ſpirits * under ground 
Thro' troubled carth's wide yawning ſurface broke; 


When lo! each injur'd apparition roſe ; 
Aghaſt the murd'rer ſtarted from his bed ; 

Guilt's trembling breath his heart's red current froze, 
And Horrour's dew-drops bath'd his frantic head. 


More had I ſeen but now the God of day N 


O'er earth's broad breaſt his flood of light had ſpread, 
When Morpheus call'd his fickle dreams away, 
And on their wings each bright illuſion fled, 


Yet ſtill the dear Enchantreſs of the brain 

My waking eyes with wiſhful wand'rings ſought, 
Whoſe magic will controuls the? ideal train, 

The ever-reſtleſs progeny of Thought. 


Sweet Power, I ſaid, for others gild the ray 
Of Wealth, or Honour's folly-feather'd crown, 
Or lead the madding multitude aſtray 


To graſp at air-blown bubbles of renown. 


Me (humbler lot!) Jet blameleſs bliſs engage, 
Free from the noble mob's ambitious ſtrife, 
Free from the muck-worm miſer's lucrous rage, 

In calm Contentmant's cottage'd vale uf life. 


It frailties there (for who from them is ſree?) 
Thro' Errour's maze my devious footſteps lead, 
Let chem be frailties of humanity, * 
And my heart plead the pardon of my head. 


0% in Macketh, Richard III. &e. 
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Let not my reaſon impiouffy require 
What Heaven has place'd beyond its narrow ſpan, 
Bat teach it to ſubdue each fierce defite, | 
Which wars within its own ſmall empire, Man. 


Teach me, what all believe But few poſſeſe, 
That life's beſt ſcience is ourſelves to know, . 
The firſt of human bleſſings is to bleſs, 
And happieſt he who feels another's woe, 


'Fhus cheaply wiſe, and innocently great, , 
While Time's ſmooth ſand fall regularly pafs, 
Each deftin'd atom's quiet courſe I'll wait, 
Nor raſhly break, nor with co Rop the glafe. 


And when in death my peaceful aſhes lie, 


If e'er ſome tongue. congenial ſpeaks my name 
Friendſhip ſhall never bluſh to breathe a ſigh, 


And great ones envy ſuch an boneſt fame. 


LOVE. 
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LOVE-ELEGIES, 
By Mr. HAMMOND. 


Written in the year 1752. 


ELEGqSI I. 


On bi: falling in love with Nx AAA. 


ä that liberty our fathers gave; 
In'vain' they gave, their ſons receiv d in vain ; 
1 ſaw Nzzxa, and her inſtant ſlave, 
Tho' born a Barron, hugg'd the ſervile chain 


Her uſage well repays my coward heart; 
Meanly the triumphs in her lover's ſhame ; 

No healing joy relieves his conſtant ſmart, 
No ſmile of love rewards the loſs of fame, 


'Oh, that to feel theſe killing pangs no more, 
On Scyrmax hills I lay a ſenſeleſs ſtone ! 

Was fix'd a rock amidſt the wat'ry roar, i 
And in the vaſt ATLawTic ſtood alone 


Adieu, ye Muſes, or my paſſion aid ; 
Why ſhould I loiter by your idle ſpring ? 
My humble voice would move one only maid, 
And ſhe contemus the trifles which I ſing. 


I do 
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I do not aſk the lofty Exic ſtrain, 
Nor ſtrive to paint the wonders of the ſphere:: 
Lonly fing-one cruel maid to gain; 

Adieu, ye Muſes, if ſhe will not hear, 


No more in uſeleſs innocence I'll pine, 
Since guilty preſents win the greedy fair 

I'll tear its honours from the broken ſhrine, 
But chiefly thine, O Vexvus, will I tear, 


Deceiv'd by thee, I lov'd a beauteous maid, 
Who bends on ſordid gold her low deſires ; 
Nor worth nor paſſion can her heart perſuade, 


But love mult act what avarice requires, 
, N 4 


Unwiſe who firſt, the charm of nature loſt, 

With Tyxz14n purple ſoil'd the ſnowy ſheep; _ 
Unwiſer till who ſeas and mountains croſt, 

To dig the rock, and ſearch the pearly deep. 


Theſe coſtly toys our filly fair ſurpriſe; _ | 
The ſhining follies cheat their feeble ſight ; 
Their hearts, ſecure in trif2s, love deſpiſe; 
'Tis vain to court them, but more vain to write, 


Why did the gods conceal the little mind, 
And earthly thought, beneath a heavenly face 2 
Forget the worth that dignifies mankind, I 
Yet ſmooth and poliſh ſo each outward. grace? 


Hence all the blame that love and Venvs bear; 
Hence pleaſure ſhort, and anguiſh ever long ; 
Hence tears and ſighs ; and hence the peeviſh fair, 

Ihe froward lover Hence this angry ſong. 
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Unable to ſatisfy the covetous temper of NE&RA, be in- 
tends to make a campaign, and try, if” poſſible, to for- 
get ber. 


A ye walls, that guard my cruel. fair! 
No more I'll fit in roſy fetters bounds ; 
My limbs have learn'd the weight of arms to bear; 
My rouſing ſpirits ſeel the trumpet's ſoun l. 


Few are the maids that nov! on merit ſmile ; 
On ſpoil and war is bent this iron age; 
Yet pain and death attend on war and ſpoil, 


Unſated vengeance and remorſeleſs rage. 


Vo purchaſe ſpoil even love itſelf is fold ; 
Her lover's heart is leaſt NezzraA's care, 

And I thro' war mult ſeek deteſted gold, 
Not for myſelf, but for my venal fair. 


That while ſhe bends beneath the weight of dreſs, 
The ſtiffen'd robe may ſpoil her eaſy mien; 

And art miſtaken make her beauty leſs, | 
While Rill it hides ſome graces better ſeen, a 


But if ſuch toys can win her lovely ſmile, 
Hers be the wealth of Tacvs' golden ſand, 
Her's the bright gems that glow in Ixv1a's ſoil, 
Her's the black ſons of Arkic's ſultry land. 


% 
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To pleaſe her eye let every loom contend ; 
For her be rifled ocean's pearly bed : 
But where, alas! would idle fancy tend, 
And ſooth with dreams a youthful poet's head? 


Let others by the cold unloving maid, 

In forced embraces act, the tyrant's part; 
While I their ſelfiſh luxury upbraid, 

And ſcorn the perſon where I doubt the heart. 


Thus warm'd by pride, I think [| love no more, 
And hide in threats the weakneſs of my mind : 


In vain, —tho” reaſon fly the bated door, 
Yet Love, the coward Love, (till lags behind. 


SXCYURI d SRD UH AN 
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He upbraids, and threatens the avarice of Nz Ra, and 
reſolves to quit her, 


mes Joye deſcend 1a floods of liquid ore, 
And golden torrents ſtream from every part, 
That craving boſom ſtill would heave for more; 
Not all the God could ſatisfy thy heart. 


But may thy folly, which can thus diſdain 
My honeſt love, the mighty wrong repay ; 

May midnight fire involve thy ſordid gain, 
And on the ſhining heaps of rapine prey. 
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May all the youths, like me, by love deceiv'd, 

Not quench the ruin, but applaud the doom ; 
And, when thou dieſt, may not one heart be griev'd, 
May not one tear bedew the lonely tomb. 


But the deſerving, tender, gen'rous maid, 
Whoſe only care is her poor lover's mind, 

Tho' ruthleſs age may bid her beauty fade, 
In every friend to love, a friend ſhall find : 


And, when the lamp of life will burn no more, 
When dead ſhe ſeems as in a gentle ſleep, 

The pitying neighbour ſhall her loſs deplore, 
And round the bier aſſembled lovers weep. 


With flow'ry garlands; each revolving year, 

Shall ſtrow the grave where truth and ſoftneſs reſt, 
Then home returning drop the pious tear, 

And bid the turf ly eaſy on her breaſt, 


eee 
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To bis friend, written under the confinement of a long 
indiſpeſition. 


Wie calm you fit beneath your ſecret ſhade, 
And loſe in pleafing thought the ſummer day, 

Or tempt the wiſh of ſome unpractis d maid, 

W hoſe heart at once icclines, and fears to ſtray : 
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The ſprightly vigour of my youth is fled ; 
Lonely and fick, on death is all my thought : 


Oh ſpare, *® PREXSF NONE, this guiltleſs head! 
Love, too much love, . is all thy ſuppliant's fault. 


No virgin's eaſy faith I e'er betray'd; 

My tongue ne'er boaſted of a feign'd embrace; 
No poiſons in the cup have I convey'd, 

Nor veil'd deſtruction with a friendly face. 


No ſecret horrours gnaw this quiet breaſt ; 

This pious hand ne'er robb'd the ſacred fane ; 
I ne'er difturb'd the gods eternal reſt 

With curſes loud but oft have pray'd in vain. 


No ſtealth of Time has thinn'd my flowing hair, 
Nor Age yet bent me with his iron hand; 
Ah ! why fo ſoon the tender bloſſom tear, 
Ere Autumn yet the ripen d fruit demand? 


Ye gods, whoe er, in gloomy ſhades below, 
Now flowly tread your melancholy round, 

Now wand'ring view the baleful rivers flow, 
And, muling, hearken to their ſolemn ſound :. 


Oh, let me ſtill enjoy the cheerful day, 

Till, many years unheeded o'er me roll'd. 
Pleas'd in my age I wifle life away, 

Aud tell how much we lov'd, ere I grew old. 


But you who now, with ſeſtive garlands crown'd, 

In chace of pleaſure the gay moments ſpend, 

By quick” enjoy ment heal love's pleaſing wound, 
And grieve for nothing but your abſent friend. 


* The G:dd:f5 of acath. 
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The lover ir at firſt introduced ſpeaking to bis ſervant ; 
he afterward; addreſſes himſelf to bir miſtreſt, and at 
laſt there is a ſuppoſed interview between them. 


WII wine, more wine, deceive thy maſter's care, 
Till creeping lumber ſooth his troubled brealt ; - 
Let not a whiſper ſtir the ſilent air, 
If hapleſs love a while conſent to reſt. 


Untoward guards beſet my CyxTH1A's doors, 
And cruel locks th' impriſon'd fair conceal; 
May lightnings blaſt whom love in vain implores, 
And Jove's own thunder rive thoſe bolts of ſteel. 


Ah, gentle door, attend my humble call, 

Nor let thy ſounding hinge our thefts betray ! 
So all my curſes far from thee ſhall fall ; 

We angry lovers mean not half we ſay. 


Remember now the flowery wreaths I gave, 
Whea firſt I told thee of my bold deſires ; 

Nor thou, O CynTx14a, fear the watchful ſlave ; 
Vzxvus will favour what herſelf inſpires. 


She guides the youths who ſee not where they tread, 
She ſhews the virgin how to turn the door, 

Softly to ſteal from off her ſilent bed, 
And not a ſtep betray her on the floor. 
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The fearleſs lover wants no beam of light, 

he robber knows him, nor obſtructs his way; 

Sacred he wanders thro” the pathleſs night, 
Belongs to'VEx vs, arid can never ſtray, 


I ſcorn the chilling wind, and beating rain, 

Nor heed cold watchings on the dewy ground, 
If all the hardſhips I for love faſtain, 

With love's victorious joys at lealt be crown'd; 


With ſudden ſtep let none our bliſs ſurpriſe, 
Or check the freedom of ſecure delight —— 
Raſh man ! beware, and fhut thy curious eyes, 
Leſt angry Venvs ſnatch their guilty ſight : 


But ſhouldſt thou ſee, th* important ſecrer hide, 
Tho! queſtion'd by the powers of earth and heaven, 

The prating tongue ſhall love's revenge abide, 

Still ſue for grace, and never be forgiv'n. 


A wizard dame, thy lover's ancient friend; 

With magic charm has deaſt thy huſband's ear; 
At her command I ſaw the ſtars deſcend, 

And winged light'ning ſtop in mid career. 


I ſaw her ſtamp, and cleave the ſolid ground, 
While ghaſtly ſpectres round us wildly roam; 

I ſaw them hearken to her potent ſound, 
Till ſcar'd at day they ſought their dreary home. 


At her command the vig'rous ſummer pines, 
And wint'ry clouds obſcure the hopeful year ; 

At her ſtrong bidding gloomy winter ſhines, 

And vernal roſes on the ſnows appear. 


She 
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She gave theſe charms, which L on thee beſtow 35 5 
They. dim the eye, and dull che jealous mind; 
For me they make a huſband nothing know, | 
For me, and only me, they make him blind. 


But what did moſt this faithful heart ſurpriſe, 
She boaſted that her ſkill could ſet it ſree; 

This faithful heart the boaſted freedom flies, 
How. could it venture to abandon thee ?. 
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He adjures DeLia to pity him by their /riendſhip with 
Ceili, ch was lately dead. 


"F Honkags would ſeek the laſting peace of death, 
And in that harbour ſhun the ſtorm of care; 
Officious hope ſtill holds the fleeting breath, 

She tells them ſtill To- morrow will be fair. 


She tells me, DETIA, I ſhall the obtain; 
But can I liſten to her Siren ſong, 

Who ſeven flow months have drag'd my painful chain, 
So long thy lover, and deſpis'd ſo long? 


By all the joys thy deareſt Ct L14 gave, 

Let not her once · lov'd friend unpity' d burn; 
So may her aſhes find a peaceful grave, 

And ſleep uninjur'd in their facred urn. 
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To her I firſt avow'd my tim'rous flame; 
She nurs'd my hopes, and taught me how to ſue ; 
She ſtill would pity what the wife might blame, 
And feel for weakneſs which ſhe never knew. 


Ah! do not grieve the dear lamented ſhade, 
That hov'ring round us all my ſufferings hears ; 
She is my faint; to her my pray'rs are made, 
With oft-repeated gifts of flowers and tears. 


To her fad tomb at midnight I retire, 
And, lonely fitting by the ſilent None, 

I tell it all the griefs my wrongs infpire ; 
The marble image ſeems to hear my moan. 


Thy friend's pale ghoſt ſhall vex thy ſleepleſs bed, 
And ſtand before thee all in virgin white; 
That ruthleſs boſom will diſturb the dead, 
And call forth pity from eternal night.“ 


Ceaſe, cruel man ! the mournful theme forbear ; 
Tho' much thou ſuffer, to thyſelf complain: 


Ah ! to recal the ſad rememb'rance ſpare, 
One tear from her is more than all thy pain, 
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On DrTIA“T being in the country, where he fuppoſes ſo 
Hays to ſee the harveſ?. 


Ow Dr breathes in woods the fragrant air; 
Dull are the hearts that ſtill in town remain; 
Venus herſelf attends on DeL1a there, 
And Cueip ſports amid the ſilvan train. 


Oh! with what joy, my Dr IA to behold, 
I'd preſs the ſpade, or wield the weighty prong } 
Guide the flow plough- ſhare thro*' the ftubbora mold, 
And patient goad the lait ring oz along ! 


The ſcorching heats I'd carelcfily deſpiſe, 
Nor heed the bliſters on my tender hand ; 

The great Aror ro wore the ſame diſguiſe, | 
Like me, fubdu'd to love's ſupreme command. 


No healing herbs could ſooth their maſter's pain; 
The art of phyſic loſt and uſeleſs lay; 

To Pzxtvs' ſtream, and TZ urz's ſhady plain, 
He drove his herds beneath the noon-tide ray. 


Oft with a bleating lamb in either arm, 
His bluſhing Siſter ® ſaw him pace along; 
Oft would his voice the filent valley charm,. 
Till lowing oxen broke the tender ſong. 


* The Coddeſi Diana. 
Where 
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Where are his triumphs ? where his warlike toil ? 
Where, by his darts, the creſted Pyrnon ſlain ? 
Where are his DRTruI? his delightful iſle ? 
The god himſelf is grown a cottage-ſwain, 


OCexts, in your golden fields no more, 

With harveſt's cheerful pomp, my fair detain :— 
Think what for loſt ® ProszxPINA you bore, 

And in a mother's anguiſh feel my pain. 


Our wiſer fathers left their fields unſown ; 
Their food was acorns, love their ſole employ ; 
They met, they lik'd, they ſtaid*but till alone, 
And in each valley ſnatch'd the honeſt joy. 


No wakeful guard, no doors to ſtop deſire: 

Thrice happy times! — but, Oh! I fondly rave; 
Lead me to DeL1a ; all her eyes inſpire, 

I'll do; —I'll plough or dig as DN Is flave. 


EL E G Xx Vil 
He deſpairt that be ſhall ever poſſeſs Dx H. 


H! what avails thy lover's pions care? 
His laviſh incenſe clouds the {ky in vain : 
Nor wealth nor greatneſs was his idfe prayer; 
For thee alone he pray'd, thee hop'd to gain. 


* The daughter of Ceres, taken from her by Pluto, 


With 
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With thee I hop'd to waſte the pleaſing day, 
Till in thy arms an age of joy was palt z 
Then, old with love, inſenſibly decay, 
And on thy boſom gently breathe my laſt. 


I ſcorn the Lyp1an river's golden wave, 
And all the vulgar charms of human life.; 
I only aſk to live my DeLia's-flave, 


And when [ long have ſerv'd her, call her Wife. 


] only aſk, of her I love poſſeſt, 
To ſink o'ercome with bliſs in ſaſe repoſe; 
To (train her yielding beauties to my breaſt, 
And kiſs. her weary'd eye-lids till they cloſe, 


Attend, O Juno, with thy ſober ear, 
Attend, gay Vsxus, parent of defire, 

This one fond wiſh if you refuſe to hear, 
Oh! let me with this ſigh of love expire. 
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He has oft Ds. 


HE who could firſt two gentle hearts unbind, 
And rob a lover of his weeping fair, 
Hard was the man; but harder, in my miad, 
The lover ſtill who dy'd not of deſpair. 


With mean diſguiſe let others Nature hide, 
And mimic Virtue with the paint of art; 

I ſcorn the cheat of Reaſon's fooliſh pride, 
And boaſt the graceful weakneſs of my heart. 


The 
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The more I think, the more I feel my pain, 


And learn the more each heavenly charm to prize, 


While fools, too light for paſſion, ſafe remain, 
And dull ſenſation keeps the ſtupid wiſe, 


Sad is my day, and ſad my ling'ring night, 
When wrapt in filent grief I weep alone; 
DeL1a is loſt, and all my paſt delight 
Is now the ſource of unavailing moan, 


Where is the wit that heighten'd beauty's charms | 
Where is the face that fed my longing eyes ? 
Where is the ſhape that might have bleſt my arm? 
Where all thoſe hopes relentleſs fate denies ? 


When ſpent with endleſs grief I die at laſt, 
Drria may come, and ſec my poor remains : — 
Oh DeL1a, aſter ſuch an abſence paſt, 
Canſt thou ſtill love, and not forget my pains ? 


Wilt thou in tears thy lover's corſe attend ? 
With eyes averted light the ſolemn pyre, 


'Till all around the doleful flames aſcend, 
Then, lowly ſinking by degrees, expire? 


To ſooth the hov'ring ſoul be thine the care, 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band, 
In ſable weeds the golden vaſe to bear, 
And cull my aſhes with thy trembling hand. 


Paxcnaza's odours be their coſlly feaſt, 
And all the pride of As14's fragrant year ; 
Give them the treaſures of the fartheſt eaſt, 
And what is ſtill more precious, give thy tear. 


Dying 


Dying for thee, there is in death a pride ; 
Let all the world thy hapleſs lover know ; 
No ſilent urn the noble paſſion hide, 
But deeply graven thus my ſuff 'rings ſhow : 


Here lies a youth, borne down with love and care; 
He could not long in Det14's loſs abide ; 

Joy left his boſom with the parting fair, 
And, whe he durſt no longer hope, he died, 
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On DE LI A's Birth - day. 


E day, which ſaw my DeLia's beauty riſe, 
Shall more than all our ſacred days be. bleſt ; 
The world, enamour'd of her lovely eyes, 
Shall grow as good and gentle as her breaſt, 


By all our guarded ſighs, and hid deſires, 

Oh may our guiltleſs love be ſtill the ame! 
I burn and glory in the pleaſing fires, 

If DEt1a's boſom ſhare the mutual flame, 


Thou happy genius of her natal hour. | 
Accept her incenſe, if her thoughts be kind; 
But let her court in vain thy angry power, 
If all our vows are blotted from her mind. 


And thon, O Venus! hear my righteous prayer, 
Or bind the ſhepherdeſs, or looſe the ſwain ; 
Yet rather guard them both with equal care, 
And let them die together in thy chain. 
Vor. II. X What 
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What I demand perhaps her heart defares, 
But virgin fears her nicer tongue reſtrain ; 
The ſecret thought, which bluſhing love infpires, 
The conſcious eye can full as well explain. 
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Againſt lovers going to war, in which he philoſophically 
prefers Love and DEL, to the more ſerious vanities of 
the world, 


TH: man, who ſharpen'd firſt the warlike ſteel, 
How fell and deadly was his iron heart ! 


He gave the wound encount'ring nations feel, 
And death grew ſtronger by his fatal art. 


Yet not from ſteel debate and battle roſe, 
'Tis gold o'erturns the even ſcale of life ; 
Nature is free to all, and none were foes, 


Till partial luxury began the ſtrife. 


Let ſpoil and victory adorn the bold, 
While I inglorious neither hope nor fear; 
Periſh the thirſt of honour, thick of gold, 
Ere for my abſence DEI 14 loſe a tear. 


Why ſhould the lover quit his pleaſing home, 
In ſearch of danger on ſome foreign ground ? 

Far from his weeping fair ungrateful roam, 
And rifk in ev'ry ſtroke a double wound? 


Ah! 
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Ali ! better tar, beneath the ſpreading ſhade, 
With cheerful friends to drain the ſprightly bowl. 
To ſing the beauties of my darling maid, 
And on the ſweet idea feaſt my ſoul, 


Then, full of love, to all her charms retire, 


And ſold her bluſhing to my eager breaſt, 
Till quite o'ercome with ſofineſs, with deſire, 
Like me ſhe pants, ſhe faints, and ſinks to reſt, 
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To DELIA. 


O ſecond love ſhall e er my heart ſurpriſe; 
This ſolema league did firſt our paſſion bind ; 
Thou, only thou, canſt pleaſe thy lover's eyes, 
Thy voice alone can ſooth his troubled mind, 


Oh that thy charms were only fair to me, 
Diſpleaſe all others, and ſecure my reſt; 
No need of envy ;—let me happy be, 
I little care that others know me bleſt. 


With thee in gloomy deſerts let me dwell, 

Where never human footftep mark'd the ground; 
Thou, light of life, all darkneſs canſ expel, 
And ſeem a world with ſolitude around, 


I fay too much—my heedleſs words reſtore ; 

My tongue undoes me in this loving hour ; 
Thou know'lt thy ſtrength, and thence inſulting more, 
Wilt make me ſeg! the weight of all thy power. 
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Whate'er J feel, thy flave 1 will remain, 
Nor fly the burden I am form'd to bear; 
In chains I'N fit me down at Venus' fane, 
She knows my wrongs, and will regard my prayed. 
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He imagines himſelf married to DELIA, and that, con- 
tent with each other, they are retired into the coun- 


iry. 


1 others boaſt their heaps of ſhining gold, 
And view their fields with waving plenty crown'd> 
Whom neighb'ring foes in conſtant terrour hold, 
And trumpets break their lumbers, never ſuund. 


While calmly poor I trifle life away, 
Enjoy ſweet leifure by my cheerful fire, 
No wanton hope my quiet ſhall betray, 
But, cheaply bleſt, I'll ſcorn each vain defire; 


With timely care I'll fow my little field, 
And plant my orchard with its maſter's hand ; 
Nor bluſh to ſpread the hay, the hook to wield, 
Or range my ſheaves along the ſunny land. 


If late at duſk, while careleſsly I roam, 
I meet a ſtrolling kid, or bleating lamb, 
Under my arm I'll bring the wand'rer home, 
And not a little chide its. thoughtleſs dam. 


What 
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What joy to hear the tempeſt how] in vain, 
And claſp a fearful miſtreſs to my breaſt ! 

Or lull'd to ſlumber by the beating rain, 
Secure and happy fink at laſt to reſt ! 


Or, if the ſun in flaming Leo ride, 
By ſhady rivers indolently ſtray, 

And, with my De LA walking fide by fide, 
Hear how they murmur, as they glide away ! 


What joy to wind along the cool retreat, 
To ſtop, and gaze on DELIA as I go! 

To mingle ſweet diſcourſe with kiffes ſweet, . 
And teach my lovely ſcholar all I know ! 


Thus pleas'd at heart, and not with fancy's dream, 
In ſilent happineſs I reſt unknown; 

Content with what I am, not what I ſeem, 
] live for DEL, and myſelf alone. 


Ah fooliſh man! who, thus of her poſſeſt, 
Could float and wander with ambition's wind; 


And, if his outward trappings ſpoke him bleſt, 
Not heed the ſickneſs of his conſcious mind. 


With her I ſcorn the idle breath of praiſe, 
Nor.truſt to. happineſs that's not our own ; 

The ſmile of Fortune might ſuſpicion raiſe, 
But here I know, that I am lov'd alone. 


STANHOPE, in wiſdom as in wit divine, 

May riſe and plead Baitann3a's glorious cauſe; 
With ſteady reign his eager wit confine, 

While manly ſenſe the deep attention draws, 
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Let STAxHors ſpeak his lining country's wrong, 
My humble voiee ſhall pleaſe one partial maid ; 
For her alone I pen my tender ſong, 
Securely ſitting in his friendly ſhade. 


STANHOPE ſhall come, and grace his rural friend ; 
DELIA ſhall wonder at her noble gueſt, 

With bluſhing aue the riper fruit commend, 
And for her huſband's patron cull-the beſt, 


Her's be the care of all my little train, 
While I with tender indolence am bleſt, 

The fav'rite ſubje of her gentle reign, 
By love alone diſtingui{h'd from the reſt. 


For her I'll yoke my oxen to the plow, 
In gloomy foreſts tend my lonely flock ; 

For her a goat-herd climb the monntain's brow, . 
And ſleep extended on the naked rock, 


Ah! wbat avails to preſs the ſtately bed, 

And far from her 'midſt taſteleſs grandeur weep ?” 
By marble fountains lay the penfive head, 

And, while they murmur, ſtrive in vain to ſleep ? 


Der 14 alone can pleaſe, and never tire, 

Exceed the paint of thought in true delight; 
With her enjoyment wakens new defire, 

And equal rapture glows thro! ev'ry night. 


Beauty and worth in her alike contend 
To charm the fancy, and to fix the mind: 
In her, my wife, my miſtreſs, and my friend, 


I taſte-the joys of ſenſe and reaſon join'd. 


On 
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On her I'll gaze, when others loves are o'er, 
And dying preſs her with my clay-cold hand 


Thou weep'ſt already; as I were no more, 
Nor can that gentle breaſt. the thought withſtand, 


Oh, when I die, my lateſt moments ſpare, 
Nor let thy grief with ſharper torments kill; 
Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurt that flowing hair; 
Tho' I am dead, my ſoul ſhall love thee (till, 


Oh quit the room! Oh quit the deathful bed! 
Or thou wilt die, ſo tender is thy heart! 

Oh, leave me, DeL14, ere thou ſee me dead! 
Theſe weeping friends will do thy mournful part. 


Let them, extended on the decent bier, 
Convey the corſe in melancholy ſtate, 


Thro' all the village ſpread the tender tear, 
While pitying maids our wond' rous loves relate. 
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WE ſcenes of bliſs my raptur'd fancy fram'd, 
n ſome lone ſpot with Peace and thee retire d! 


Tho” reaſon then my ſanguine fondneſs blam'd, 
I ſtill believ d what flatt ring love inſpire'd. 


But now my wrongs TAE taught my humbled mind, 
To dang'rous bliſs no longer to pretend ; 

In books a calm, but fix'd content to find; 
Safe joys, that on ourſelves alone depend. 


With 
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With them the gentle moments I beguile, 
In learned eaſe, and elegant delight, 

Compare the beauties of each diff'rent ſtile, 
Each various ray of wit's diffuſive light, 


Now mark the ſtrength of MitTon's ſacred lines, 
Senſe rais'd by genius, fancy rule'd by art, 
Where all the glory of the godhead ſhines, 
And earlieſt innocence inchants the heart. 


Now, fir'd by Por and Virtue, leave the age, 
In low purſuit of ſelf-undoing wrong, 

And trace the author thro' his moral page, 
Whoſe blameleſs life till anſwers to his ſong, 


If time and books my ling'ring pain can heal, 
And reaſon fix its empire o'er my heart, 
My patriot breaſt a nobler warmth ſhall feel, 
And glow with love, wherc-weaknefs has no part. 


Thy heart, O LyTTLEToN; ſhall be my guide, 
It's fire ſhall warm.me, and its worth improve; 

Thy heart, above-all envy and all pride, | 
Firm as man's ſenſe, and ſoft as woman's love. 


And you, O WS v, with her your partner dear, 
Whom ſocial mirth and uſeful ſenſe commend, 
With learning's feaſt my drooping mind fhall cheer, 

Glad to eſcape from love to ſuch a friend. 


But why ſo long my weaker heart deceive ? 
Ah! ſtill I love, in pride and reaſon's ſpite ; 

No books, alas ! my painful thoughts relieve, 
And while I threat, this elegy I write, 


ELEGY 


oF POEMS, 249 


EAtsssks kak sst skO= 


KL. C. G., E.... 


To Mr. GEORGE GRENVILLE. 


H ! form'd alike to ſerve us and to pleaſe, 

Polite with honeſty, and learn'd with eaſe; 
With heart to act, with genius to retire ; 
Open, yet wiſe ; tho' gentle, full of fire: 
With thee I ſcorn the low conſtraint of art, 
Nor fear to truſt the follies of my heart: 
Hear then from what my long defpair aroſe, 
The faithful Rory of a lover's woes. 
When, in a ſober melancholy hour, 
Reduce'd by ſickneſs under reaaſon's power, 
I view'd my ſtate, too little weigh'd before, 
And love itſelf could flatter-me no more : 
My Det 14's hopes I would no more deceive, 
But, whom my paſſion hurt, thro' friendſhip leave: 
I choſe the coldeſt words my heart to hide, 
And cure her ſex's weakneſs thro' its pride. 
The prudence which I taught I il] purſu'd, 
The charm my reaſon broke my heart renew'd; 
Again ſubmiſſive to her feet I came, 
And prove'd too well my paſſion by my ſhame : 
While the, ſecure in coldneſs or diſdain, 
Forgot my love, or triuinph'd in its pain; 
Begun with higher views her thoughts to raiſe, 
And ſcorn'd the humble poet of her praiſe : 
She let each little lie o'er truth prevail, 
And ſtrengthen'd by her faith each groundleſs tale, 


Believ'd. 
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Believ'd the groſſeſt arts that malice try'd, 
Nor-once in thought was on her lover's ſide : 
Oh! where were then my ſcenes of fancied iſe ” 
Oh ! where the friend, the miſtreſs, and the wife ? 
Her years of promis'd love were quickly paſt, 
Not two revolving moons could ſee them laſt. — 
To STows's delightful ſcenes I now repair, 

In CosnAu's ſmile to loſe the gloom of care; 
Nor fear that he my weakneſs ſhould deſpiſe, 

In nature learned, and humanely wiſe : 

There Pirr, in manner ſoft, in friendſhip warm, 
With mild advice my liſt'ning grief ſhall charm; 
With ſenſe to counſel and with wit to pleaſe, 

A Roman's virtue, with a courtier's eaſe. 

Nor you, my friend, whoſe heart is ſtill at reſt, 
Conteran the human weakneſs of my breaſt : 
Reaſon may chide the fault ſhe cannot cure, 

And pains, which long we ſcorn'd, we oft endure, 
Tho' wiſer cares employ your ſtudious mind, 
Form'd with a ſoul fo elegantly kind, 

Your breaſt may loſe the calia it long has known, 
And learn my woes to pity by its own. 


See Euzcr xvi. Vel. i. p. 240. 


VERSES 


OF — \ 352 


555 


VERSES on the Equeſtrian Statue of 
Kinc CHARLES II. in the Parliament Cloſe; 
being painted white, September, 17 67. 


By the Aur nov of DosAx po. 


— Pjforibus atque Poti: 
Dualibet audendi ſemper ſuit equa poteſtat. 
Hos, 


WIT. done, my Lord, with noble taſte, 
You've made CHARLES gay as five and twenty: 
We-may be ſcarce of gold and corn, 
But ſure there's /ead and oil in plenty. 


Yet for a Pusric Worx, like this, 
You might have had ſome famous artiſt ; 


Tho' I had made each merk a pound, 
I would have had the very ſmarteſt, 


Why not bring Allan Ramſay down, 
From ſketching coronet and cuſhion ? 

For he can paint a living King, 
And—knows the Engliſh conſtitution. 


The milk-white ſteed is well enough, 

But why thus daub he man all over; 
And to the ſwarthy STuaxr give 

The cream-complexion of Hanover ? 


This 


| 
| 
| 
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This ſtatue never gave offence ; 
- But now, as you've been pleas'd to make it, 
The ladies all will run away, 
Leſt they behold a man ſtark naked. 


Stay, fair diſſembling cowards, ſtay, 
He'll do no harm; you may go near him, 


I'll tell you —ev'n when fleſh and blood, 
Some of your grandams did not fear him, 


SSS negra 
The BIRTH of FASHION. 


A SPECIMEN of a Modern Ode. 
From the New BaThH-Gui1de, 


88 there are charms by Heaven aſſign'd 
— To modiſh life alone, 
A grace, an air, a taſte refin'd 

To vulgar ſouls unknown, 


Nature, my friend, profuſe in vain 
May ev'ry gift impart, 

If unimprov'd, they ne'er can gain 
An empire o'er the heart, 


Dreſs be your care, in this gay ſcene 
Of Pleaſure's bleſs'd abode, 

Enchanting dreſs! if well I ween, 
Fit ſubject ſor an ode. 


Come 
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«Come then, nymph. of various mien, 
Vot'ry true of Beauty's Queen, 


Whom the young and age'd adore, 


And thy diff rent arts explore. 


- Faſhion, come, On me a while 

Deign, fantaſtic Nymph, to ſmile, 

Moni“ thee in times of yore, 

To the motly Por us bore: ., _ 
He, in biſhop's robes array d, $ 
Went one night to maſquerade, _ f 
Where thy ſimple mother ſtray'd. 

She was clad-like harmleſs Quaker, 

And was pleas'd my Lord ſhould take her 5 
By the waiſt, and kindly ſhake her; 

And, with. look demure, ſaid ſhe, 5 
Pray, my Lord, do you know me?” + 


Ile with foothing flatt'ring arts, 
Such as win all female hearts, 
Much extol'd her wit and beauty, 
And declare'd it was his duty, 

As ſhe was a maid of honour, 
To confer his bleſſing on her. 
There mid dreſs of various hue, 
Crimſon, yellow, green, and blue, 
All on furbelows and laces, 

Slipt into her chaſte embraces; 
Then, like ſainted rogue, cry'd he, 
Little Quaker, you know me. 


2 0 1 ; 
Fill'd with thee ſhe went to France, 
Land renown'd for complaiſance, 


* The Goddeſs of Folly. 
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Vers'd in ſcience debonnair, 
Bowing, dancing, dreſſing hair; 
There ſhe choſe her habitation, 
Fix'd thy place of education. 
Nymph, at thy auſpicious birth 
HE ſtrew'd with flowers the earth; 
Thee to welcome, all the Graces, 
Deck'd in ruffles, deck'd in laces, 
With the God of Love attended, 
And the Cyrxrian queen deſcended, 
Now you trip it o'er the globe, 
Clad in party-colour'd robe, 

And, with all thy mother's ſenſe, 
Virtues of your fire diſpenſe, 
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Aught be worthy of thy ſhrine, 

| Take the flowery wreath I twine, 

| Lead, Oh! lead me by the hand, 

f Guide me with thy magic wand; 

| Whether chou in lace and ribbons, 

k Chuſe the form of Mrs. G1nzoxs, 
Or the nymph of ſmiling look, 

At Bath yclept Jau ET TA Cook, 

Bring, O bring thy eſſence pot, 

Amber, muſk, and bergamot, 

Eau de Chipre, Eau de Luce, 

Sans pareil, and citron juice, 

Nor thy band box leave behind, 

Fill'd with ſores of ev'ry kind ; 

All th' enraptur'd bard ſuppoſes, 

Who to Fancy odes compoſes ; 


Goddeſs, if from hand like mine 


All 


All 
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All that Fancy's (elf has feign d. 
In a band-box is contain'd : 
Painted lawns, and chequer'd ſhades, - 
Crape that's worn by love-lorn maids,| 
Water'd tabbies, flower'd hrocades; 
Vi'lets, pinks, Italian poſies, 
Myrtles, jeſſamine, and roſes, 
Aprons, caps, and *kerchiefs clean, 
Straw-built hats, and bonnets green, 
Cat-gut gauzes, tippets; ruffs, 
Fans, and hoods, and feather'd muffs, 
Stomachers, and Paris nets, - 
Ear-rings; necklaces, aigrets, : 
Fringes, blonds, and mignionets, 
Fine vermilion for the cheek, 
Velvet patches a la Grecque. 
Come, but don't forget the gloves, 
Which, with all the ſmiling loves, 
Venus caught young Cupid picking 
From the tender breaſt of chicken ; 
Little chicken, worthier far 
Than the birds of Juno's car, 
Soft as Cytherea's dove, 
Let thy ſkin my ſkin improve ; 
Thou by night ſhalt grace my arm, 
And by day. ſhalt teach to charm, 


Then, O ſweet Goddeſs, bring with thee - 
Thy boon attendant Gaiety, 
Laughter, Freedom, Mirth, and Eaſe, 
And all the ſmiling dieties ; 
Fancy ſpreading painted fails, 
Loves that fan with gentle. gales. — 
Y 2 But 
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But hark—methinks 1 hear a voice, 
My organs all at once rejoice ; 
A voice that ſays, or ſeems to ſay, J; 
*«« Siſter, haſten, ſiſter gay, { 
Come to the pump-room —— come away, 


F 


The CoxsuvlTaTioun of PHYSICIANS. 


From the Same. 


By S — BÞ-N-R—-D, 


Ear mother, my time has been wretchedly ſpent 
With a grip or a hickup wherever I went, 

My ſtomach all ſwell'd, till I thought it would burſt, 
Sure never poor mortal with wind was ſo curſt! 
If ever I ate a good ſupper at night, L 
Idream'd of the Devil, and wak'd in a fright : , 
And ſo as I grew ey'ry day worſe and worſe, 
The Doctor advis'd me to ſend for a nurſe ; 
And the nurſe was fo willing my health to reſtore, 
She begg'd me to ſend for a few doctors more; 
For when any difficult work's to be done, ; 
Many heads can diſpatch it much ſooner than one ; 
And Ffind there are doors enough in this place, 
If you want to conſult in a dangerous cafe, 
So they met all together, and thus began talking: 
« Good Doctor, I'm your's — Tis a fine day for walk- 
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« Sad news in the papers - Gd knows who's to 
« blame | 
« The Colonies ſeem to be all in a flame— 


© This Stamp- act, no doubt, might be good for the 


+ Crown, 
«© But I fear 's a pill that will never go down—— 


« What can Portugal mean ?—Is the going to ſtir up 


© Convullions and heats in the bowels of Europe? 
« will be fatal if England relapſes again, 


« From the ill blood and humours of Bourbon and 


60 Spain.“ 
Says I, my good doctors, I can't underſtand 
Why the deuce ye take ſo many patients in hand; 


But fince ye're come hither, do pray be ſo kind 
To write me a remedy good for the wind. 
No doubt ye are all of ye great politicians, 
But at preſent my bowels have need of phy ſicians: 
Conſider my caſe in the light it deſerves, 
And pity the ſtate of my ſtomach and nerves, 
But a tight little door began a diſpute . 
About Adminiſtrations, Newcaſtle, and Bute, *- 
Talk'd much of œconomy, much of profuſeneſs, — 
Says another—** This caſe, which at firſt was a looſe- 
« neſs, + 

*« Is become a Teneſmus, and all we can do 
*« Is to give him a gentle cathartic or two; 
« Firſt get off the phlegm that adheres to the plice, 
« Then throw in a med'cine that's pretty and ſpicy ; -— 
„ A peppermint draught, —or a— Come, let's be gone, 
* We've another bad caſe to conſider at one.“ 

So thus they bruſh'd off, each his cane at his noſe, 
When Jenny came in, who had heard all their proſe ; 


Ye've a great deal of practice, as far as I find; ? 
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I'll teach them, ſays ſhe; at their next conſultation, 


To come and take fees for the good of the nation. 
I could not conceive what a devi ſhe meant, 


But the ſeiz'd all the ſtuff that the Doctor had ſent, 
And out of the window ſhe flung it down ſouſe, 

As the firſt politician went out of the houſe. 
Decoctions and ſyrups around him all flew, - 

The pills, bolus, julep, and apozem too 

His wig bad the Jock a cathartic to meet, 

And ſquaſh went the gallipot under his feet. 

She ſaid 'twas a ſhame I ſhould ſwallow ſuch Raff, 
When my bowels were weak, and the phyſie ſo rough; 
Neclar'd ſhe was ſhock'd that ſo many ſhould come 
To be doctor'd to death ſuch a diſtance from home, 
At a place where they tell you, that water alone 
Can cure all diſtempers that ever were known, 

But, what is the pleaſanteſt part of the ſtory, 

She has order'd for dinner a Piper and Dory ; 

For to-day Captain Cormerant's coming to dine, 
That worthy acquaintance of Jenny's and mine, 
"Tis a ſhame to the army, that men of ſuch ſpirit, 
Should never obtain the reward of their merit ; 

For the Captain's as gallant a man, I'll be ſworn, 
And as honeſt a fellow as ever was born : 

After ſo many hardſhips, and dangers incurr'd, 

He himſelf thinks he ought to be better preſerr'd. 
And Roger, or what is his name, Nicodemas, 
Appears full as kind, and as much to eſteem us; 
Our Prudence declares he's an excellent preacher, 
And by night and by day is ſo good as to teach her; 
His doctrine fo ſound with ſuch ſpirit be gives, | 
She ne'er can forget it as long as ſhe lives, 

I told you before that he's often ſo kind 


As to go out a-riding with Prudence behind, 
SO 
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So ſrequently dines here without any preſſiag, 

And now to the fiſh he is giving his bleſſing; 

| And as that is the caſe, tho' I've taken a griper, 

I'll venture to-peck-at the Dory and Piper. 

And now, my dear mother, etc. etc, etc. 


CLOLDRELSIDIONT Mn 
The TRADE of GAMING: 


From the Same. 


F.. the earlieſt ages, dear mother, till now, 
All ſtateſmen and great politicians allow 

'T hat nothing advances the good of a nation, 

Like giving all money a free circulation : 

This queſtion from members of parliament draws 

Many ſpeeches that meet univerſal appliuſ: ; 

And it ever, dear mother, I live to be one, 

I'll ſpeak on this ſubject as ſure as a gun: 

For Bath will I ſpeak, and I'll make an oration 

Shall obtain me the freedom of this corporation; 

I have no kind of doubt but the Speaker will beg 

All the members to hear when I ſet out my leg. 

« Circulation of caſh circulation decay'd— 

Is at once the deſtruction and ruin of trade; 

Circulation —I ſay — circulation it is, 

Gives life to commercial countries like this : 

What thanks to the city of Bath then are due, 

From all who this patriot maxim purſue ! 

For in no place whatever that national good 

Is praQtis'd ſo well, and ſo well underſtood ! 

What 
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What infinite merit and praiſe does ſhe claim in 
Her ways and her means for promoting of gaming 
And gaming, no doubt, is of infinite uſe 
That ſame circulation of caſh to produce, 
What true public-ſpirited people are here, 
Who, for that very purpoſe, come every year 
All eminent men, who no trade ever knew 
But gaming, the only good trade to purſue : 
All other profeſſions are ſubject to fail, 
But gaming's a buſineſs will ever prevail: 
Beſides, tis the only good way to commence 
An acquaintance with all men of ſpirit and ſenſe ; 
We may grub on without it thro' life, I ſuppoſe, 
But then tis with people — that nobody knows. 
We ne'er can expect to be rich, wiſe, or great, 
Or look'd upon fit for employments of ſtate : 
Tis your men of fine heads and of nice calculations 
That afford ſo much ſervice to adminiſtrations, 
Who by frequent experience know how to deviſe 
The ſpeedieſt methods of raifing ſupplies : 
'Tis ſuch men as theſe, men of honour and worth, 
That challenge reſpeR from all perſons of birth, 
And is it not right they ſhould all be careſt,. 
When they're all ſo polite, and ſo very well dreſs d, 
When they circulate freely the money they've won, 
And wear a lace'd coat, tho' their fathers wore none ? 
Our trade is encourage'd as much, if not more, 
By the tender ſoft Sex I ſhall ever adore ; 
But their huſbands, thoſe brutes, have been known to 
complain, 
And ſwear they will never ſet foot here again — 
Ye wretches ingrate ! to find fault with your wives, 


The comfort, the ſolace, and joy of your lives! 
Oh 
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Oh! that women, whoſe price is ſo far above rubies, 
Should fall to the lot of ſuch ignorant boobies ! 
Don't Solomon ſpeak of ſuch women with rapture, | 
In verſe his eleventh, and thirty- firſt chapter? 
And ſurely that wiſe King of Iſrael knew 
What belong'd to a woman much better than you 
He ſays, ** If you find out a virtuous wife, 
She will do a man good all the days of her lite ; 
She deals like a merchant, ſhe ſitteth up late; 
And you'll find it is written in verſe twenty-eight, 5 
© Her huſband is ſure to be known at the gate. 
He never hath need or occaſion for ſpoil, 
When his wife is much better employ'd all the while; 
She ſheeketh fine wool, and fine linen ſhe buys, 
And is clothed in purple and ſcarlet likewiſe, —” 
Now, pray, don't your wives do the very ſame thing, 
And follow th' advice of this worthy old King ? 
Do they ſpare for expences themſelves in adorning ? 
Don't they go about buying fine things all the morning? 
And at cards all the night take the trouble to play, 
To get back the money they ſpent in the day ? 
And ſure there's no ſort of occaſion to ſhow, 
Ye are known at the gate, or wherever ye go. 
Pray are not your ladies at Bath better place'd ? 
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Than the Wife of a King who herſelf fo diſgrace'd, 
And at 1thaca liv'd in ſuch very bad taſte ? 

Poor ſoul ! while her huſband thought proper to leave 

her, 

She ſlav'd all the day like a Spitalfields-weaver, 
And then, like a fool, when her web was half ſpun, 
Pull'd to pieces at night all the work ſhe had done : 
But theſe to their huſbands more profit can yield, 
And are much like a lily that grows in the field. 

5 They 
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They toil not indeed, nor indeed do they ſpin, - 

Yer they never are idle when once they begin, 

But are very inteat on increaſing their ſtore, 

And always keep ſhuffling and cutting for more : 
Induſtrious creatures] that make it a rule 

To ſecure half the fiſh, while they manage the pool: 
So they win to be ſure ; yet I very much wonder 
Why they put ſo much money the candleſtic under; 
For up comes a man on a ſudden, ſlapdaſh, 

Snnffs the candles, and carries away all the caſh: 
And as nobody troubles their heads any more, 

I'm in very great hopes that it goes to the poor, —- 
Methinks I ſhould like to excel in a trade, 

By which ſuch a number their fortunes have made. 
I've heard of a wiſe philoſophical Jew, 

That ſhuffles the eards in a mannet that's new. 

One Jonas, I think :—And could wiſh for the future 
To have that illuſtrious ſage for my tutor; 

And the Captain, whoſe kindneſs I ne'er can ws 
Will teach me a game that he calls Lanſquenet 

So I ſoon ſhall acquaint you what money I've wor ; 
In the mean time I reſt, Your moſt dutiful fon. 
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By J. CUNN!INGHAM. 


. gy =% moorlands and mountains, rude, harren, and 
As wilder'd and weary'd I roam, [ bare, 

A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me—o'er lawns—to her home. 

Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had crown d, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on her floor, 

Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonely round, 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door, 


II. 
We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt: 
Freſh fruits! and ſhe cull'd me the beſt: 
"While, thrown from my guard by ſome glances ſhe caſt, 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt ! 
I told my ſoft wiſhes ; ſhe ſweetlyweply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine !) 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
But take me, fond ſhepherd, -—1'm thine, 


III. 
Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek ! 
So ſimple, yet ſweet, were her charms! 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the loved maid in my arms. 
Now 
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Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
Aud, if by yon prattler, the ſtream, 

Reclin'd on her boſom, I fink into ſleep, 
Heg image ſtill ſoftens. my. dream. 


IV. 

Together we range o'er the flow riſing bills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, 

Or reſt on the rock whence the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And point out new themes for my muſe. 

To pomp or proud titles The ne'er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; | 

The cottager, Peace, is well known for her ſire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content, 
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